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iNTROdlJCTiON
SANdRA GuRvis
They sha ll beat th e ir sw ords into p low shares, an d  the ir spears  
in top ru n in g-h ooks ; na tion  sha ll not lift up sw ord aga inst nation, 
n eith er sh a ll they lean t w ar any more.
As I sat listening to-and repeating— those ancient words during 
a recent bat mitzvah, I was nearly moved to tears. The refrain o f that old 
song, “When W ill They Ever Learn?” echoed in my head. The United 
States has sent Am erican troops to Saudi Arabia and threatens to go to 
war unless Saddam Hussein pulls the Iraqi army out o f Kuwait. And this 
time I have even more to lose. I have a son.
This issue o f Vietnam Generation tells the stories o f those who’ve 
sacrificed— their freedom, their time, and those they love— to another far 
away “m ilitary action": the American war in Vietnam. Some o f Am erica’s 
finest writers were damn sick o f that war. Many said so in an elegant and 
powerful way.
The short stories, poems and personal narratives seem especially 
propitious. Not only because o f recent developments in the Persian Gulf, 
but because the United States always seems to be teetering on the edge 
o f war somewhere in the world... Grenada, Panama, Nicaragua. El 
Salvador.
The situations have stemmed from U.S. policy over the past four 
decades. Because he felt threatened by the Soviet Union after World War 
II, in 1947, Harry S. Truman announced a doctrine o f international 
resistance to Communist aggression called (but o f course) the Truman 
Doctrine. This action preceded the Containment Policy, which was later 
devised to suppress Communist expansion. The Containment Policy, in 
turn, laid the groundwork for the Eisenhower Doctrine, which approved 
the use o f armed force to resist the advance o f international Communism.
By adopting Trum an’s policy and applying it in Vietnam, 
Eisenhower, Kennedy, Johnson, and Nixon supported the notion that if 
one Southeast Asian nation fell to the Communists, the others would 
also succumb, falling like a row o f dominoes.
The Berlin W all has tumbled instead and today we find ourselves 
in sympathy with the Russians, who lack adequate food and toilet paper. 
And we have a volunteer army which, some say, is at the hot spot o f the 
moment because it wants to be there. “Nobody was forced to go to Saudi 
Arabia," commented Newsweek’s Tony Clifton. “And because it’s a 
volunteer army, there aren’t many rich and m iddle class kids with
Introduction 5
watchful parents back home. It’s an arm y drawn from  poor (and 
cloutless) kids whojoined to avoid unemployment lines, to take advantage 
o f the GI education bill— or because they actually wanted to becom e 
soldiers.” 1
Perhaps those in the latter category should have read the 
selections in this anthology before signing up. W ar is still glorified in 
books and movies. It’s portrayed as bloody and dirty and romantic, an 
irresistible combination to footloose and feckless young m en and wom en 
who have never seen a real human being suffer or die. It also offers young 
adults an easy escape from  Mom, Dad, and that boring home town.
These selections depict the effects the war o f my generation, the 
V ietnam  generation, had on those people who stayed home. Originally 
this was to be an anthology o f fiction, but somehow poetry and personal 
narrative found its way here too. I wanted to recapture the m any 
viewpoints and antiwar voices o f the home front. Although each war is 
different and each trouble spot has its own history, the lesson o f Vietnam  
should not be forgotten: W e should look long and hard at ourselves 
before firing the first shot.
W e also need to remember the illusions o f youth. Journalist Sara 
Davidson reflects that the ideals o f the young, though sometim es naive, 
are b om  out o f courage and conviction:
W e th o u g h t life  w a s  free  an d  w ou ld  n ever ru n  ou t. T h e re  w ere  
good  p eop le  an d  b ad  p eop le  an d  w e  cou ld  te ll th em  a p a rt b y  a  
lo o k  o r  b y  w o rd s  sp ok en  in  code. W e w e re  c e rta in  w e  b e lon ged  
to  a  g en era tio n  th a t w as  sp ec ia l. W e d id  n o t n eed  o r ca re  ab o u t 
h is to ry  b eca u se  w e  h ad  sp ru n g  from  n ow h ere. W e sa id  w h a t w e 
th o u g h t an d  d em an d ed  w h a t w a s  r ig h t.... W e  had  g lim p sed  a  
n ew  w o rld  w h ere  n o th in g  w ou ld  b e  th e sam e an d  w e h ad  p ack ed  
o u r b a gs .2
The V ietnam  generation did help change Am erican society, although not 
in a way anyone could have envisioned at that time. Headway has been 
made in increments, rather than through revolution. The most recent 
example o f the influence o f the Vietnam  generation has been the current 
adm inistration’s reluctance to rush into battle and the record disparity 
between m en and wom en’s about whether we should go to w ar (the 
wom en prefer peace).
W om en m ay also be opposed to fighting in the M iddle East 
because they recognize that they have no rights there, that Arab fem ales 
live shrouded by veils. W hy should they want to defend an inherently 
unfair system? Black Americans reacted sim ilarly during the Vietnam  
war—few  were enthusiastic about fighting a “white m an’s war.” But 
there m ay be m ore to wom en’s resistance than gender identification. 
Columnist Ellen Goodman recently stated, “The image from  the [public 
opinion] poll is... o f wom en as... wary citizens who require m ore and 
better reasons for war, who accept w ar only as the truly last resort. I f  that 
is true, perhaps we are not splitting from  men, but leading them .”3
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Perhaps by the tim e m y children are grandparents, swords and 
spears w ill be as obsolete as plowshares and pruning hooks. If, that is, 
we don ’t blow ourselves up in the interim.
Sandra Gurvis 
Columbus, Ohio 
Decem ber 11, 1990
1 T on y  C lifton , "Th is T im e, a  W in nab le W ar," New sw eek  (10  D ecem ber 1990): 30.
2 S a ra  D a v id so n , L oose  C hange: Th ree  W om en o f  the  S ix ties  (N ew  Y o rk : 
D o u b led a y ) 1977: 3.
3 E llen  G ood m an , “W om en  on  W a r," W ash ington  P os t (4  D ecem b er 1990): A 17.
Note the numbers which mark some of the standing participants.They 
don't indicate 1.9- or net worth. This photo, from police files, 
appears courtesy of Ohio State University archives.
At tHe JusTicE Department
NovEMbER 15,1969
DENisE Levertov
Brown gas-fog, white 
beneath the street lamps.
Cut o ff on three sides, all space filled 
with our bodies.
Bodies that stumble 
in  brown airlessness, whitened 
in  light, a m ildew glare, 
that stumble
hand in hand, blinded, retching. 
Wanting it, wanting 
to be here, the body believing it’s 
dying in its nausea, my head 
clear in its despair, a kind o f joy, 
knowing this is by no means death, 
is trivial, an incident, a 
fragile instant. Wanting it, wanting
with all m y hunger this anguish, 
this knowing in the body 
the grim  odds we’re 
up against, wanting it real.
Up that bank where gas
curled in the ivy, dragging each other
up, strangers, brothers
and sisters. Nothing
w ill do but
to taste the bitter
taste. No life
other, apart from.
Letters From  Home
K aren Joy Fo w Ler
I wish you could see me now. You would laugh. I have a husband. 
I have children. Yes. I drive a station wagon. I would laugh, too. Our 
turn to be the big kids, the grown-ups. Our turn to be over thirty. It 
astonishes me whenever I stop and think about it. It has to be a joke.
I m iss you. I’ve always missed you. I want us to understand each 
other. I want to tell you what I did after you left. I want to tell you what 
I did during the war. Most o f all, I want to tell you the truth. This is what 
m akes it so difficult. I have learned to distrust words, even m y own. 
W ords can be made to say anything. I know this. Do you?
Much o f what I w ill tell you actually happened. You will not be 
able to identify these parts, or you can ask me. This does not mean, o f 
course, that any o f it is true. Even among the people who were there with 
me are some who remember it differently. Gretchen said something once 
which echoed m y own feelings. “W e were happy, weren’t we?” she said. 
“In spite o f everything. W e made each other happy. Ill-advised, really, 
this putting your happiness into other people’s hands. I’ve tried it several 
times since and it’s never worked again."
But when I repeated this to Julie she was amazed. “Happy?” she 
asked. “How can you say that? I was so fat. I was being screwed by that 
teaching assistant. And ‘screwed’ is the only word that applies. There 
was a war. Don’t you remember?”
Can I tell you what I remember about the war? I rem em ber the 
words. Vietnam  was the language we spoke— secret bombings, the 
lottery, Vietnamization, self-immolation, Ho-Ho-Ho Chi Minh, peace 
with honor, peace at any price, peace, peace, peace. Somewhere. I 
imagine, on the other side o f the world, these words meant something. 
Somewhere they had physical counterparts. Except for the last set, o f 
course. I f peace has ever had a physical value anywhere, none o f us has 
been able to find it. But the other words corresponded to something. 
There was a real war going on and in m any ways we were untouched by 
it. Th is is what I’m  trying to say: ifthe words alone were powerful enough 
to shape us and our lives as they did, what kind o f an impact must the 
real war have had on its people?
I rem em ber sitting on our sofa watching television. Ju lia is on the 
floor at m y feet. She’s the red-haired Jewish one. She’s studying set 
design and is busy gluing together a tiny throne, part o f a mock-up for 
the set o f Saint Joan. “W om en have fought in wars before,” she reminds 
us. “But only when God tells them to.”
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Lauren is next to me. She’s black, rather light-skinned and 
freckled. Her dog is on her lap, giving the television the same studied 
attention the rest o f us are. Gretchen is standing in the doorway to the 
kitchen drinking a diet soda. She has short brown hair and heavy bangs, 
a white Catholic though not a practicing one. She clings to Catholicism 
because it protects her from  being a WASP. Th is unpleasant designation 
is applicable only to me. You know me. I’m  the plain white one on the 
end there with m y legs drawn up to m y chest and m y arms around them. 
And that ten-inch figure on the screen with his hands in motion before 
him  and the map o f Cambodia behind him— that’s President Nixon. The 
Quaker. He is busy redrawing the Cambodian border and explaining to 
us that we are not really invading Cambodia because the border is not 
where we have always thought it was. Gretchen swallows the last o f her 
soda. ‘T h e  m an may be right. Just now, just out o f the com er o f m y eye, 
I saw the border jum p.”
Nixon is impervious to our criticism. He is content; he feels it is 
enough m erely to have found something to say.
I am twenty years old. I believe nothing I hear.
I was not always like that. Here is an earlier memory. W e are 
standing on m y parents’ front porch and you have your arms around me. 
You have driven all the way down from San Francisco to tell me you have 
been drafted. I find this incomprehensible. I know you could have 
avoided it. Isn ’t A llen in Manhattan Beach getting braces put on his 
teeth? Hasn’t Greg moved three times in three months, burying his 
induction notice in the U.S. mails? Hasn’t J im  joined VISTA, taking 
advantage o f the unspoken agreement that if you are reluctant to bum  
villages and bomb children, your country will accept two years o f urban 
volunteerism  instead?
You are so thin I feel your bones inside your arms. If you fasted, 
you could fall below the required weight. W hy w ill you do none o f these 
thing? I can’t help feeling betrayed.
You try to explain and I try to listen. You tell me that the draft 
is unfair because you could evade it. You say if you don’t go, they will just 
send someone else. (Yes, Isay. Yes.) You say that perhaps you can have 
some impact from  within. That an evasion won’t realistically affect the 
war effort at all. but maybe if you were actually there... “Hey.” You are 
holding your arms about me so tightly, helping me to hold m yself so 
tightly inside. “Don’t cry. I ’m  going to subvert every soldier I meet. The 
war will be over by Christmas." And I don’t cry. Remember? I don’t cry.
You disappeared into the real war and you never got one word 
back out to me. I never heard from you or o f you again. So that is what 
I remem ber about the war. The words over here. The war over there. And 
increasingly little connection between the two.
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You are put on a bus and sent to basic training. You take the last 
possible seat, left rear comer. The bus fills with young men, their white 
necks exposed by new haircuts, their ears open and vulnerable.
It reminds you of going to camp. You suggest a game of 
telephone. You whisper into the ear closets to you. You whisper, “The 
Geneva Accords." The man next to you leans across the aisle. The 
message travels over the backs of the seats and crisscrosses the bus. 
When it comes out at the front it is, “the domino theory.”
You tiy again. “Buddhist bar-b-cues,” you whisper. You think 
the man next to you has it right, repeats it just the way you said it. You 
can hear the “b ”s and the “s”s even over the bus motor. But the large man 
at the front of the bus, the one whose pink scalp is so vivid you can’t even 
guess what color the fuzz of his hair might be, claims to have heard 
“strategic hamlets.” Someone is changing the words.
“Body bags!” You have shouted it accidentally. Everyone turns 
to look at you. Fifty faces. Fifty selected faces. Already these men are 
different from the men they were yesterday, a difference o f appearance, 
perhaps, and nothing else. It may stay this way. It may be the first hint 
of the evolution of an entirely new person. You turn to the tinted window, 
surprised by your own face staring at you.
The othermen thinkyou have said, “Operation Rolling Thunder.” 
Even so, nobody smiles.
When you leave the bus, you leave the face in the window. You 
go and it stays. So it cannot have been your face after all.
After you left I went to Berkeley. I lived in the student dorms for 
a year, where I met Gretchen and Julia. When we moved out, we moved 
out together, into a fairly typical student apartment. It had a long shag 
carpel— even the rugs were hairy then—of a particularly putrid green 
and the appliances were avocado. The furniture had been stapled 
together. There were four beds and the rent clearly had been selected 
with four in mind. We advertised for a roommate in the Daily Cal. 
Although taking a stranger into our home entailed a definite risk, it 
seemed preferable to inviting anyone we actually knew.
I remember that we flipped a coin to see which of us would have 
to share the bedroom with the newcomer and Julie lost. She had some 
procedural objection she felt was sufficiently serious to require a second 
toss, but Gretchen and I refused. The new roommate hadn’t even 
appeared and was already making things sticky.
Lauren was the first respondent to our ad— a beautiful, thin 
curly-haired girl with an elegant white curly-haired dog. They made a 
striking pair. Julia showed Lauren the apartment; the conversation was 
brisk and businesslike. Gretchen and I petted the dog. When Lauren 
left, Julia had said we would take her.
I was unsettled by the speed o f the decision and said so. I had 
no obj ections to Lauren, but I’d envisioned interviewing several candidates 
before making a selection.
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“I’m  the one who has to room with her. I should get to choose.” 
Julie held out one long strand of her own red hair and began m ethodically 
to split the end. Julie was artistic and found the drab apartment painful. 
Initially. I believe she wanted Lauren mostly for decor. Lauren moved in 
the next day.
Immediately objectionable characteristics began to surface. I f  I’d 
had your address, I would have written long complaints. “She dresses 
with such taste,” I would have said. “W ho would have guessed she’d be 
such a slob?” Lauren’s messiness was epic in its proportions. Her bed 
could hardly be seen under the pile o f books, shoes, combs, and dirty 
dishes she left on it. She had to enter it gingerly at night, finding small 
empty spaces where she might fit an arm or a leg. She would sleep 
without moving, an entire night spent in  the only position possible.
“She’s late wherever she goes,” I would have written, “not by 
m inutes or quarter hours, but by afternoons. On her night to cook, we 
eat in front o f Johnny Carson.”
Then I would have divulged the worst complaint o f all. “She talks 
baby talk, to the dog, which is tolerable, to her boyfriend, which is not.” 
Lauren’s boyfriend was a law student at Boalt. He was older than us, big, 
and wore his hair slicked back along his head. O f course, no one wore 
their hair like that then. There was a sort o f Mafioso cut to his clothes, 
an intensity in his eyes. I never like being alone with him, but Lauren 
called him Owlie and he called her his Sugarbear. “It is absolutely 
sickening the way you two go on,” I told her and she was completely 
unabashed. She suggested that, although we didn’t have the guts to be 
as up front about it as she was, we probably talked baby talk  to our 
boyfriends, an accusation we strenuously denied. W e had no boyfriends, 
so the point was academic. Owlie studied ju do  as well as the law, and 
there was always a risk, opening some door, that you m ight find him 
demonstrating some hold to Lauren. Sickening, like I said.
I would have finished my letter by telling you, if  you could only 
meet her, you would love her. Well, we all did. She was vivacious, 
imaginative, courageous. She removed some previously unnoticed 
tensions from  our relationships— somehow with four the balance was 
better. By the spring o f 1970, when the war o f the words achieved its 
most intense pitch ever, this balance had become intricate and effortless.
I had gone out to protest the Cambodian invasion and come home 
in a cast. The police had removed their badges, donned their gas masks 
and chased us down, catching me ju st outside Computer Sciences. They 
had broken my ankle. Owlie was gone. His birthday had been drawn 
seventeenth in the lottery and he’d relocated to a small town in Oregon 
rumored to have a lenient draft board. Gretchen had acquired a 
boyfriend whose backhad been injured in a high school wrestling match, 
rendering him  4-F with no tricks. He went o ff to Europe and was. 
consequently, very little trouble. Julie had switched her m ajor from  set 
design to Chicano studies. W e heard that the National Guard was killing 
people on the campus o f Kent State. I heard nothing from  you.
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You are in a small room, a cell. It is cold and the walls are damp 
stone. You sit cross-legged like a m onk on the thin m attress and face the 
wall. There is so much moisture you can imprint your hand in it. By 10 
A.M. the prints disappear. The sun has reached the wall, but it still is 
not warm. Ifyou  were sure no one would come to look, you would levitate 
yourself into the sunshine. You are thinking o f me.
How much I expected o f you. How stupid I am. I probably 
believed you could end the war by  Christmas. You can imagine me 
believing that. Even now I am probably working out long chain-letter 
calculations— if you subvert four soldiers every day and they subvert 
four soldiers and they subvert four soldiers, how many days w ill the war 
last? W hen w ill you come home?
Do I expect m iracles from a prison cell? W hy should you provide 
them? You make a decision. You decide to be warm. You exhale your 
warmth into the air. It rises to the ceiling, it seems to disappear, but as 
you repeat this, over and over, the layers eventually drop to where they 
surround you. W hen you leave the cell, you w ill leave it filled with your 
heat.
It is a small room. Any m an can accomplish a small task.
In response to the invasion o f Cambodia and the deaths at Kent 
State (Can I say m urders? W ill you object? W ill you compare those four 
deaths to the body count in Vietnam  on any single day or on May 4 itself 
and believe you have made some point?) UC Berkeley suspended 
classes. W hen they recommenced, they had been reconstituted; they 
were now supposed to be directly relevant to the single task o f ending the 
war in Southeast Asia. I w ill not pretend to you that there was no 
opposition w ithin the university to this. But a large segment o f the 
campus made this commitment together—we would not continue with 
our lives until the war was over.
At the same time Nixon m ade his own pledge to the Am erican 
people. He promised that nothing, nothing we could do would affect 
policy in any way.
The war o f the words took  on a character which was at once 
desperate and futile, a soul-dampening combination we never shook free 
of. We did the work because it seemed right to us. W e had no illusions 
o f its potency. It began to feel like a game.
Julie and I had volunteered for a large committee whose purpose 
was to compile a list o f war profiteers so that their products could be 
boycotted. We researched m ergers and parent companies; this list grew  
like a chain letter. It would have been quicker to list those companies 
not turning a profit in Vietnam. I rem em ber Lauren perusing our list one 
day with great dissatisfaction. “The counterculture m akes roach clips,” 
she said. “It m akes liquid sculptures you can plug in and they change 
shape.”
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“Lava lamps,” I told her.
“Whatever. It makes hash pipes. I need a raincoat. W hat am I 
supposed to do?”
“Get wet.” Julie suggested.
“Get stoned,” said Gretchen. “And then get wet. You ’ll hardly
notice."
Lauren had volunteered herself for the university’s media 
watchdog committee. Her job  was to monitor three news shows daily and 
report on the coverage they gave to the war and to the student movement. 
The idea was that we could apply whatever pressure we could on those 
stations whose coverage seemed slanted in favor o f the Administration. 
The fallacy was that we had any meaningful pressure which could be 
brought to bear. We wrote letters. W e added their sponsors to the 
boycott. Nobody cared.
I know that Nixon felt undermined and attacked by the media. 
We did not see it this way. None o f the major networks m et with our 
approval. Only the local public station reported the news in Berkeley the 
way we saw it happening. One o f their reporters was a young m an who 
covered those stories felt to be o f particular interest to the black 
community. He was handsome, mustached, broad-shouldered. He had 
the same dark, melting eyes as Lauren’s dog. His name was Poncho 
Taylor. Lauren fell in love w ith him.
Well, you didn’t expect us to give up love, did you? Just because 
there was a war on? I never expected you to.
Poncho was politically impeccable. He was passionate, he was 
committed. He was gorgeous. A ny one o f us could have fallen in love with 
him. But Lauren was the first to announce her passion and we were 
content to provide support. W e took turns with her transcribing duties 
during his airtime so she wouldn’t m iss a moment o f his face. We listened 
patiently while she droned on about his cheekbones, his hair, the sexy 
tremor in his voice when a story had an unhappy conclusion, and we 
agreed. W e saw it all. He was wonderful.
I remember a night when we made chocolate chip cookies and ate 
the dough. Nestle had just made the boycott list, but the chips were old. 
“The sooner we eat them, the better,” Julie had suggested.
Gretchen had just returned from an organizational m eeting with 
new instructions for us. We had been told to band together into small 
groups like the revolutionaries in The Battle o f Algiers. These were to be 
called affinity groups and we were to select for them people we trusted 
absolutely. We were to choose those people we would trust with our lives. 
We smiled at one another over the bowl o f dough as it suddenly occurred 
to us that, for us, this choice had already been made. Just as Gretchen 
said, when we could find our happiness nowhere else, we were able to put 
it into each other’s hands and hold it there.
“There’s more,” Gretchen continued. “W e’re supposed to arm 
ourselves.” Julie took another spoonful o f dough, heavy on the chips. I
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used the handle o f m y spoon to reach inside m y cast and scratch myself. 
Nobody said anything for a long time.
F inally Julie indicated the boycott list. “The pen is m ightier than 
the sword,” she suggested. She didn’t sound sure.
Gretchen did. ‘T h e  boycott is liberal bullsh it,” she said. “It’s too 
easy. W hat good w ill it possibly do?”
Lauren cleared her throat and tapped the air with the back  o f her 
spoon. “It’s a capitalist country. Money m atters."
“You can ’t destroy the system from  w ithin the system ,” Gretchen 
was very unhappy. “W e’re too safe.”
W e sent N ixon a telegram. Gretchen composed it. “End this 
obscene w ar at once Stop Pull out the w ay your father should have Stop." 
It didn’t m ake us feel better.
W e should have done more. I look back on those years and it ’s 
clear to m e that we should have done more. It’s ju st not clear to m e what 
m ore we should have done.
Perhaps we lacked imagination. Perhaps we lacked physical 
courage. Perhaps our personal stakes were ju st not high enough. We 
were women. W e were not going to Vietnam. Our brothers, our lovers 
were not going to Vietnam. But you do us an injustice if you doubt our 
sincerity. Rem em ber that we watched the news three times a day. Three 
times a day we read the body count in the upper right-hand com er o f the 
screen like the score o f a football game. Th is is how  many o f them  we 
killed today. They killed this many o f us. Subtract one figure from  the 
other. Are we w inning?
Could anyone be indifferent to this? A lways, I added the two 
num bers together. My God, I would think. Dear God. Look how m any 
people died today! (What i f  one o f them was you?)
You are on a plane, an ordinary plane. You could be en route to 
Denver from  Chicago or going home for Christmas i f  you ju s t close your 
eyes and believe only your ears. But you are really between Japan and 
Vietnam. The plane has a stewardess dressed in a bathing suit like Miss 
America. Th is  is designed as a consolation for you. I f  you are very, very 
frightened, she m ay agree to wear rabbit ears and a tail when she brings 
you your drink. But you m ust not touch her. She is a white wom an and 
looks fam iliar to you— her height, her build quite ordinaiy. This will 
change. W hen you rem em ber her later she will seem  exotic. It w ill seem 
odd to you that a wom an should be so big. You will remember that she 
cam e and tightened your seat belt as if  she were you r mother. W hat was 
she keeping you safe for? Whose body is it anyway? You look at your 
legs, at your hands, and wonder what your body w ill be like when it is 
returned to you. You wonder who w ill want it then.
The im m ediate threat o f the plane’s descent. You make a sudden 
decision not to descend with it. You spread your arm s to hold yourself 
aloft. You hover near the top o f the plane. But it is hopeless. I f  they have
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to shoot you down, they will. Friendly fire. You return to your seat. The 
plane carries your body down into Vietnam.
You think o f me. How I will hate you if you don’t live through this. 
How you m ust protect me. And during your whole tour, every time you 
meet someone returning home, you will give him a message for me. You 
w ill write your message on the casts o f the wounded. You will print it on 
the foreheads o f those who return walking, on the teeth o f those who 
return bagged. I am here, I  am here. I am here. So m any messages. How 
are you to know that none will get through.
My affinity group was very kind about you. I would tell them 
frequently how the war would be over by Christmas, how you were 
responsible for the growing dissatisfaction among servicemen. Vets 
against the war, I said to them, was probably one o f you ideas. They never 
mentioned how you never wrote. Neither did I. You were my wound. I 
had m y broken ankle and I had you. It was so much more than they had. 
It made them protective o f me.
They didn’t want me at any more demonstrations. “W hen you 
could run,” Lauren pointed out. “look what happened to you .” But I was 
there with them when the police cordoned o ff Sproul Plaza, trapping us 
inside, and gassed us from the air. You don’t want to believe this. 
Governor Ronald Reagan and all the m ajor networks assured you that 
we had been asked to disperse, but had refused. Only Poncho Taylor told 
the truth. W e had not been allowed to leave. Anyone who had tried to 
leave was clubbed. A  helicopter flew over the area and dropped teargas 
on us. The gas went into the hospital and into the neighboring 
residential areas. W hen the police asked the city to buy them a second 
helicopter so that they could enlarge operations, many people not o f the 
radical persuasion objected. A  committee was formed to prevent this 
purchase, a committee headed by an old Bay Area activist. She 
happened to be Poncho Taylor’s grandmother. Lauren took it as a sign 
from God.
Lauren’s passion for Poncho had continued to grow and we had 
continued to feed it. It’s difficult to explain why Poncho had becom e so 
important to us. Partly it was just that Lauren loved him and we loved 
Lauren. W hatever Lauren wanted she should have. But partly it was the 
futility o f our political work. We continued to do it but without energy, 
without hope. Poncho began to seem attainable when peace was not. 
Poncho began to represent the rest o f our lives, outside the words.
Lauren told everyone how she felt. Our friends all knew and soon 
their friends knew and then the friends o f their friends. It was like a 
message Lauren was sending to Poncho. And if it didn’t reach him, then 
Lauren could combine useful political effort with another conduit. She 
called Poncho’s grandmother and volunteered us all for the Stop the 
Helicopter campaign.
W e went to an evening organizational meeting. (We did more 
organizing than anything else.) Though now I remember that Julie did
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not com e with us, bu t stayed at home to rendezvous in the empty 
apartment with her teaching assistant.
The m eeting was crowded, but eventually we verified Poncho’s 
absence. A fter interm inable discussion we were told to  organize phone 
trees, circulate petitions, see that the city council m eeting, scheduled for 
the end o f the month, w as packed with vocal opponents. Lauren couldn’t 
even get close to Poncho’s grandmother.
W hen we returned home, Julie was drunk. H er lover had failed 
to show, but Mike, a friend o f mine, had come by with a bottle o f wine. 
Julie had never known Mike very well or liked him very m uch, but he had 
stayed the whole evening and they had gotten along wonderfully. Julie 
had a large collection o f Barbra Streisand records we refused to let her 
play. Mike had not only put them on but actually cried over them. “He’s 
a lot more sensitive than I thought,” Julie told me.
Mike denied it all. He was so drunk he wove from  side to side even 
sitting down. He tried to kiss me and landed on m y shoulder. “How did 
the m eeting go?” he asked and snorted when we told him. “Phone trees. ” 
He lifted his head to grin at me, red-faced, unshaven, w ine-soaked 
breath. “The old radicals are even less ballsy than the young ones."
I picked up one o f his hands. “Do you think it’s possible,” I asked 
him, “for a revolution to be entirely personal? Suppose w e all concentrated 
on our own lives, filled them  with revolutionary m om ents, revolutionary 
relationships. W hen w e had enough o f them, it would be a revolution."
“No," M ike rem oved his hand from mine. “It w ou ldn ’t. That’s 
cowardice talking. Th at’s you being liberal. That’s you saying, let’s make 
a revolution, but let’s be nice about it. People are dying. There ’s a real 
war going on. W e can ’t  be incremental.”
“Exactly,” said Gretchen. “Exactly. Tim e is as m uch the issue as 
anything else.”
“Then we should all be carrying guns,” said Julie. “We should be 
planning political assassinations.”
“W e should be robbing banks," said Mike. “O r printing phony 
bills.” Mike had been known to pass a bad check or two. Though he never 
needed the money. He was an auto m echanic by day, a dope dealer by 
night. He was the richest person we knew. “Lauren,” he called and 
Lauren appeared in the doorway to the kitchen. “I cam e here tonight 
because I have a surprise for you." He was grinning.
“I f it’s dope, I’m  not interested,” said Lauren. “Nor am I solvent.”
“What would you say,” Mike asked, “if  I told you that right now, 
right at this very mom ent, I have Poncho Taylor’s car sitting in m y garage 
waiting for repairs?” Lauren said we would go right over.
Poncho had a white convertible. Lauren loved it. She sat in  the 
driver's seat, because Poncho had sat there. She sat on  the passenger 
side, because that was where she would be sitting herself. I discovered 
an old Valentine in the glove compartment. Lauren was to m  between the 
despair o f thinking he already had a girlfriend and the thrill o f finally 
discovering som ething personal. She opened it.
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“‘Love and a hundred smooches, Deborah.’” Lauren read it aloud 
disapprovingly. ‘T h is  Deborah sounds like a real sap.”
Poncho seems more and more to be the perfect match for you ,” 
I added. The Valentine had one feature o f incontrovertible value. It had 
Poncho’s address on it. Lauren began to copy it, then looked at us.
“What the hell,” she said and put the whole thing in her purse. 
I had no address for you, you know. I mean, in the beginning I 
probably did and I probably should have written you first. Since I hardly 
talked to you when you came to say good-bye. Since I didn’t cry. I did 
m iss you. I kept thinking you would write me. And then later, when I 
saw you wouldn’t, it was too late. Then I had no address. I couldn’t 
believe you would never write me. W hat happened to you?
Even our senators sent me form letters. More than I got from  you.
Dear (fill in name),
W ell here I am in Vietnam! The people are little and the 
bugs are big, but the food is Arm y and that m eans American. As 
far as I can see, Saigon has been turned into one large brothel. 
I go there as often as I can. It beats my other way o f interacting 
with the locals, which is to go up in planes and drop "W illie Peter” 
on them. Man, those suckers bu m  forever!
I made my first ground kill yesterday. Little guy in a whole 
lot o f pieces. You have to bring the body for the body count and 
the arm came o ff right in m y hand. W e were able to count him 
six times, which everyone said was really beautiful. Hey, he’s in 
so many pieces he’s never going to need any company but his own 
again. The dope is really heavy-duty here, too. I ’ve lost my mind.
Listen, I got to go. W e’re due out tonight on a w alk­
through with ARVN support and you know what they say about 
the ARVN— with friends like these... Ugly little buggers.
Dust o ff the women. I’ll be home by Christmas. Love you 
all.
(Fill in  name)
Now you ’re angiy. I hope. Who am I to condemn you? W hat do 
I know about the real war? Absolutely nothing. Gretchen says you ’re a 
running-dog imperialist. She thinks she met you once before you left, 
before she knew me, at a party at Barbara Mayer’s. InSausalito? I don’t 
think it was you. She waited a long time to tell m e about it. Iw asm arried  
before she told me. I don’t think it was you. So...
So, it took Lauren two days to formalize her final plan. It was 
audacious. It was daring. It had Lauren’s stamp all over it. Mike called 
when Poncho came in and picked up his car.
It was Lauren’s night to cook dinner and she saw no reason to 
change this. Shehadboughttheingredientsforcannelloni, aspectacular
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treat she m ade entirely from scratch. It required long intervals, she 
claimed, when the dough must be allowed to rest. During one o f these 
rest periods, she fixed herself up and Julie drove her to San Francisco, 
where Poncho lived. Ju lie returned in forty m inutes. She had only 
stayed long enough to see Lauren safely inside.
Lauren cam e home perhaps a h a lf an hour later. She changed 
her clothes again, dropping the discarded ones onto the living room  floor, 
and went into the kitchen to roll out the cannelloni dough. We sat 
around her at the kitchen table, chopping the onions, m ixing the filling, 
stuffing the rolls as she talked. She was very high, v e iy  excited.
“I knocked on the door," she said. “Poncho’s room m ate let me in. 
Poncho was lying on the couch, reading. Poncho Taylor! He was there!"
“Can I com e in?” Lauren had asked. She m ade her voice wobble. 
She showed us how. “A  man in a car is following m e."
“W hat w as the roommate like?” Julie asked hopefully. “Pretty
cute?”
“No. He wears big glasses and his hair is very short. James. His 
name is James. He asked me why I came to their apartm ent since they 
live on the second floor.”
“Good question,” I admitted. “W hat did you say?”
“I said I saw  their Bobby Seale poster and I thought they might 
be black.”
“Good answ er” said Julie. “Lauren thinks on her feet. A ll right!”
“Th ere ’s nothing wrong with glasses,” Gretchen objected. “Lots 
o f attractive people wear glasses. ” “She cut into an onion w ith determined 
zeal. “Maybe he’s gay,” she said.
“No.” said Lauren. “He’s not. And it wasn ’t the glasses. It was 
the competition. Poncho is so...” W e waited while she searched for the 
word worthy o f Poncho. “Magnetic,” she concluded.
Well, who could compete with Poncho? Gretchen let the issue
drop.
Lauren had entered the apartment and Jam es and Poncho had 
gone to the window. “W hatm ake w asth eca r? ” Jam es had asked. “Green 
VW  bug,” said Lauren.
“M y car," said Julie. “Great.”
“They wanted m e to call the police,” Lauren said. “But I was too 
upset. I didn ’t even get the license.”
“Lauren,” said Gretchen disapprovingly. Gretchen hated women 
to look helpless. Lauren looked back at her.”
“I was distraught,” she said evenly. She began picking up the 
finished cannelloni and lining the pan with neat rows. Little blankets. 
Little corpses. (No. I am being honest. O f course I didn ’t th ink this.)
Poncho had returned im m ediately to the couch and his book. 
“Chick shouldn ’t w ander around the city alone at night,” he commented 
briefly. Lauren loved his protectiveness. Gretchen was silent.
“Then  I asked to use the phone,” Lauren said. She wiped her 
forehead w ith her upper arm since her hands were covered with flour.
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She took the pan to the stove and ladled tomato sauce into it. “The phone 
was in the kitchen. James took me in, then he went back. I put m y keys 
on the floor, very quietly, and I kicked them under the table. Then I 
pretended to phone you.”
“All your keys?” Julie asked in dismay.
Lauren ignored her. “I told them no one was home. I told them 
I’d been planning to take the bus, but by now, o f course. I’d m issed it.”
“A ll your keys?” I asked pointedly.
“James drove me home. Damn! I f he hadn’t been there..." 
Lauren slammed the oven door on our dinner and came to sit with us. 
“What do you think?” she asked. “Is he interested?”
“Sounds like James was interested,” said Gretchen.
“You left your name with you keys?” I said.
“Name, address, phone number. Now we wait.”
We waited. For two days the phone never rang. Not even our 
parents wanted to talk to us. In the interests o f verisim ilitude Lauren 
had left all her keys on the chain. She couldn’t get into the apartment 
unless one o f us had arranged to be home and let her in. She couldn’t 
drive, which was ju st as well since every gas company had made the 
boycott list but Shell. Shell was not an American company, but we were 
still investigating. It seemed likely there was war profiteering there 
somewhere. And, if not, then we’d heard rumors o f South African 
holdings. We were looking into it. But in the meantime we could still 
drive.
“The counterculture is going to make gas from chicken shit,” said
Julie.
“Too bad they can’t make it from bullshit,” Lauren said. “We got 
plenty o f that.”
Demonstrators had gone out and stopped the morning commute 
traffic to protest the war. It had not been appreciated. It drove something 
o f a wedge between us and the working class. Not that the proletariat 
had ever liked us much. I told our postman that more than two hundred 
colleges had closed. “BFD,” he said, handing me the mail. Nothing for 
me.
You are on the surface o f the m oon and the air itself is a poison. 
Nothing moves, nothing grows, there is nothing, but ash. A  helicopter 
has left you here and the air for its lift-off made the ash fly and then 
resettle into definite shapes, like waves. You don’t move for fear of 
disturbing these patterns, which make you think o f snow, o f children 
lying on their backs in the snow until their arms turn into wings. You 
can see the shadow o f winged people in the ash.
Nothing is alive here, so you are not here, after all, on this m an­
made moon where nothing can breathe. You are home and have been 
home for months. Your tour lasted just over a year and you only missed 
one Christmas. You have a job  and a wife and you eat at restaurants,
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go to baseball games, commute on the bus. The w ar is over and there 
is nothing behind you but the bodies o f angels flying on their backs in 
the ash.
Poncho never called. W e went to the city m eeting on the 
helicopter, all four o f us, to help the city make this decision. The 
helicopter was item  seven on the agenda. W e never got to it. Child care 
had been promised, but not provided. Angry parents dumped their 
children on the stage o f the Berkeley Community Theater to sit with the 
council members. A  small girl w ith a sun painted on her forehead 
knocked over a microphone. The conservative council m em bers went 
home. Berkeley.
Lauren found Poncho and Jam es in the dress circle. Poncho was 
covering the meeting. Lauren introduced us all. “By the way,” she said 
carefully, “you didn ’t find a set o f keys at your house, did you? I lost mine 
and that night is the last I rem em ber having them.”
“Keys?” asked Poncho. “No.” Something in his smile told me 
Lauren must have overplayed herself that evening. He knew exactly 
what w as going on.
“If you do find them, you will call me?"
“O f course.”
Julie drove us home and I made Lauren a cup o f tea. She held 
m y hand for a m om ent as she took it from  me. Then she smiled. “I 
thought we were boycotting Lipton’s,” she said.
“It ’s a British tea.” I stirred some m ilk into m y own cup. ‘T h a t 
should be all right, shouldn’t it?”
“Have you ever heard o f Bernadette Devlin?" Gretchen asked.
W e never saw Poncho again except on TV. On June 29 he told us 
all Am erican forces had been withdrawn from Cambodia. Your birthday, 
so I rem em ber the date. Not a bad lottery number either. So 1 always 
wondered. W ere you really drafted? Did you enlist?
Poncho lost his job  about the same time Nixon lost his. Some 
network executive decided blacks didn’t need special news so they didn’t 
need special reporters to give it to them. Let them watch the same news 
as the rest o f us. And apparently Poncho’s ability to handle generic news 
was doubtful. The network let him go. Politically we regretted this 
decision. Privately we thought he had it coming.
God, it was years ago. Years and years ago. Igotm arried . Lauren 
went to Los Angeles and then to Paris and now she’s in W ashington 
writing speeches for some senator. Hey, we emerged from  the war o f the 
words w ith some expertise. Gretchen and Julie had a falling-out and 
hardly speak to each other now. Only when I’m  there. They make a 
special effort for me.
Julie asked me recently why I was so sure there ever had been a 
real war. W hat proof did I have, she asked, that it w asn ’t a TV  m ovie o f 
the decade? A  m ini-series? A  maxi-series?
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It outraged Gretchen. “Don’t do that,” she snapped. “Keep it 
real.” She turned to me. She said she saw you about a month ago at 
Fisherman’s W harf in San Francisco. She said you had no legs.
It doesn’t alarm me as much as you might think. I see you all the 
time. too. You ’re in the park, pushing your kids on the swings and you ’ve 
got one hand and one hook. Or you ’re sitting in a wheelchair in the aisle 
o f the movie theater watching The Deer Hunter. Or you ’re weighing 
vegetables at the supermarket and you ’re fine, you ’re ju st fine, only it’s 
never really you. Not any o f them.
So what do you think o f m y war? At the worst I imagine you're 
a little angry. “My God,” I can imagine you saying. “You managed a clean 
escape. You had your friends, you had your games. You were quite 
happy." Well, I promised you the truth. And the truth is that some of 
us went to jail. (Damn few, I know.) Some o f us were killed. (And the 
numbers are irrelevant.) Some o f us went to Canada and to Sweden. And 
some o f us had a great time. But it wasn’t a clean escape, really, for any 
o f us.
Look at me. I’m  operating all alone here with no affinity group 
and it seems unnatural to me. It seems to me that I should be 
surrounded by people I’d trust with my life. Always. It makes me cling 
to people, even people I don’t care for all that much. It makes me panic 
when people leave. I’m  sure they’re not coming back. The war did this 
to me. Or you did. Same thing. What did the war do to you?
Look how much we have in common, after all. We both lost. Host 
my war. You lost your war. I look today at Vietnam and Cambodia and 
Laos and I feel sick inside Do you ever ask yourself who won? Who the 
hell won?
Your war. I made it up, o f course. It was nothing, nothing like 
that. Write me. Tell me about it. Please. I f l  have not heard from you 
by Christmas, I have decided to ask Lauren to go to the monument and 
look for your name. I don’t want to do this. Don’t make me do this. Just 
send some word.
I am thirty-five years old. I am ready to believe anything you say.
Photo by Eric Bush, courtesy of Ohio State University Archives.
Photo Courtesy of Miami University Archives.
ThE Pipe D reamers 
SancJra Gurvis
As a result of the “Candlelight Massacre”— so named by the protesters— 
several students were taken to the hospital, among them the Beta whose leg had 
been bitten to the bone by the German shepherd. Other inj uries were caused by 
the crowd itself, and included bruises and scratches of varying severity. The 
police never touched the demonstrators, letting the tear gas and the implied 
threat of their clubs do the intimidation.
President Carrell issued a statement in the student newspaper. Clarion:
N oon em ayforcib lyorp h ysica lly  d isru p t e ith erbyaction orn o ise, the 
regu lar business o r function  o f the U n iversity o r the ad join ing V illage o f 
H am pton.
P icketing as a  nonviolent m eans o f advocating d ifferen t poin ts o fv iew  
m ay be u tilized  ou tside U n iversity build ings only. H ow ever, no one m ay 
blockstairs, doorways, orwalkw ays to buildings. A n y form ofdem onstration  
o r  gathering is  prohibited in  the V illage o f H am pton.
P erson s m ay n o t coerce  o r in tim id a te  s tu d en ts , fa cu lty , o r 
adm in istrators in en tering or leaving the cam pus, its bu ild ings, o r 
classroom s.
A n y  violations o f  these regulations o r o f an y m unicipal, state, o r 
federal laws, o r an y disruption o r in terference w ith  the U n iversity 's 
atta inm ent o f  educational objectives o r the V illage o f H am pton and its 
citizens, shall be considered m isconduct.
Students responded by causing as much trouble on campus as possible: setting 
fires in classroom wastebaskets; picketing and tying up food service deliveries; 
threatening to blow up the electrical generator; simultaneously flushing all 
toilets at a prearranged time. The Hayes “Flush In" drained the Hampton water 
supply and nearly destroyed the sewage system.
Everywhere Julia went—inclasses, at thestudent center, inthecafeteria— 
she heard the word “repression. ” The diverse campus elements had united, even 
igniting what her former roommate Valerie once called the “filler people," those 
undistinguished, unaffiliated students whose seemingly irrelevant purpose at 
Hayes was to get a degree.
Like the flowers in mid-April, “strike" symbols blossomed everywhere. 
Nixon added fuel by increasing bombings in Vietnam and threatening to move 
troops into Cambodia. This spurred a fresh outburst of enthusiasm for the next 
Moratorium, held on the fifteenth of every month during the school year of 1969- 
1970.
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Yet the clenched list grailiU, impromptu speeches on overturned trash 
cans, and small flare-ups had become background noise. Julia had lost part of 
herself to Winnie: she wanted only to be where he was, feel his nearness, listen to 
hisvoice. Sheknewhecaredforher.buthowmuchwasstillamysteiy. Herarely 
touched her, and often drifted in a world o f his own.
They spent most o f their free time together; or more accurately, Julia 
spent it at his house. They went to meetings, movies and parties with whoever 
was around. Julia adored the people in Winnie’s house, but she was beginning 
to realize, in spite o f being in love, that something deeper percolated beneath 
Winnie's passivity.
It spilled into their relationship a few days before the April Moratorium. 
Julia and Winnie were walking from Davidson Hall, where they’d completed 
their respective two o’clock Sociology classes. Winnie was in an expansive mood 
because he’d just turned in a major paper. For him. midterms were almost over, 
while Julia’s had just begun.
He motioned towards a card table being set up at the center of Slanlwalk 
by two Girl Scouts. “Let’s buy some cookies, then gel stoned. Thin Mints are far 
out when you’re high."
”1 can't. Winnie. I’ve been goofing otf all quarter and I'm only halfway 
through my reading for Principles o f Sociology.”
“Oh. come on. Julia. The test isn’t until tomorrow and you can catch up 
this evening. I had Barrows, loo. and he’s  a cinch.”
It was unlike Winnie to try to persuade her. and Julia glanced at him 
curiously. He looked particularly handsome today in a multicolored dashiki top 
that brought out the vivid hues in his hair and eyes. Slit open at the neck, it 
revealed russet curlicues on his chest and a pewter teardrop peace symbol she'd 
never before noticed.
Almost against her will, she reached inside the shirt and pulled out the 
necklace, trembling slightly as her fingers brushed against his collar bone. 
“That’s  beautiful,” she said, avoiding his eyes, afraid he might think her too 
aggressive. “Where did you get it?" As she turned to the peace symbol over, it 
glinted in the sunlight.
“I got it at Yellow Springs over Easter break. There’s an artist’s 
community there, with all kinds of shops. They have far-out things, like this 
necklace.”
“Oh? I've never been." Julia had heard of Antioch College in Yellow 
Springs, but only in the context o f her father’s opinions: a hotbed of left-wing 
ideas, interracial marriage, and hard drugs.
“We’ll go there sometime,” Winnie promised. With a gentle yank, he 
drew the necklace from Julia, pulling her closer. His fingers burned in 
comparison to the burnished coolness of the pewter. “Please come back to the 
house with me.”
Julia lifted her eyes to meet his. She saw the need there, the same 
passion she’d recognized in the alley the night they’d talked at Ruddy’s. So it 
hadn't been her overheated imagination, as Valerie had implied. Her stomach 
tightened. “All right."
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Forgetting to purchase the cookies, they walked the short distance to his 
house in silence. Pausing before the psychedelic-swirl mailbox which rested 
precariously on the rail o f the porch, Julia said, “I wonder if anyone got the mail,” 
knowing that if the box was empty, someone was undoubtedly home. She 
prayed it wasn’t.
Winnie reached inside and retrieved a pile o f letters. Riffling through 
them, he pulled out an official-looking envelope. “Hey, what’s this?” His eyes 
widened as he scanned the return address. “Oh, fuck....” He ripped open the 
letter.
“What is it?" Julia demanded, her longing turning to fear as Winnie’s 
normally placid features grew coarse with fury. “What’s wrong?”
“Those bastards!” Winnie dashed into the house, dropping letters as he
ran.
“Winnie!” Julia called after him. She picked up the tom  envelope. Itwas 
from the United States Selective Service Administration in Cincinnati. Julia 
stared at it blankly, then realized Winnie had just been served with his draft 
notice. Theycouldn’twaitthefewweeksuntilhegraduated? What kind offuck- 
up was this?
Closing her eyes, Julia leaned against the porch, wondering why theirs 
was the only generation to resist its legacy o f war. Was it because, prior to the 
Bomb, fighting was considered a rite of passage? That the “ultimate solution" 
made people finally realize they could annihilate the entire race? She felt like 
weeping for everyone, including the Selective Service. Then she thought, what 
am I doing, standing here? Winnie needs comforting, not me.
Picking up the path offallencards and letters, she noticed one addressed 
to Winnie from Stu and Laura Porter in London. Funny, she’d almost forgotten 
about them. She could barely remember what they looked like.
Leaving all but Stu and Laura’s letter on a ledge near the hallway steps, 
she hurried towards Winnie’s room at the back o f the house. “Winnie,” she 
rapped softly on his door. “It’s me, Julia. Can 1 come in?” She reached for the 
knob.
“Goaway.” His words were muffled, choked. Was he crping?
“Winnie, please let me in. Iknowyougotyourdraftnotice. You need to 
find out why it came so early. There are ways of getting around it.”
“Go back to your dorm, Julia." She could hear him moving around on 
the other side o f the door, sliding the lock into place. “You saidyou have to study.”
How could he be so insensitive? She knew he was hurt, but he didn’t 
have to shut her out. “All right then, be like that,” she said, still more out of 
anguish for him than anger.
“Julia, I’ll call you. Okay?”
Defeated, Julia turned to leave. “By the way, you got a letter from 
London,” she added. “I’ll leave it in the hall with the others.”
“From Stu and Laura?” Winnie demanded in a frightened voice. “You 
didn’t open it, did you? Slide it under the door."
W hy would he think she’d snoop through his mail? With a sigh, Julia 
complied. The longer she knew Winnie, the less she understood him.
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*  *  *
Although she and Winnie made up later, Julia could barely concentrate 
the day of the Moratorium. What had possessed Louie to fall for her? Because 
she listened to his stories about Vietnam? Because they were comfortable 
around each other? She had done nothing to encourage him sexually, hadn’t 
even though about him that way. Julia didn’t want to hurt Louie but didn’t know 
how to avoid it, either.
And she was concerned about birth control. She’d abandoned the Pill 
months ago, hating what it did to her body. Yet the thought of making love 
without any protection never occurred to her. Some of her fnends had had 
abortions and although she felt every woman was entitled to her choice, she 
could never live with the guilt o f destroying her unborn child.
She decided to get fitted for a diaphragm. Perhaps she could borrow 
Winnie’s car and go to Hamilton. But how could she tactfully tell Winnie she 
wanted to go to the Free clinic there?
After the People’s Lunch, the afternoon program dragged on 
with speeches about “Morality and War,” and racism as it related to Vietnam and 
the Hayes campus. Issues were raised on extending the Equal Educational 
Opportunity Program to increase Black enrollment, developing a plan o f tutorial 
and support services for Blacks, having each academic department set aside at 
least one professorship and graduate assistantship for Blacks, and so on. 
Distracted by her own problems, Julia glanced about, looking for someone to 
talk to.
It was then she realized she hadn’t seen Valerie since that day, weeks 
ago. at thejailhouse, during the President’s ROTC Review. Had Valerie dropped 
out one quarter before graduation? Or had she lost herself in an excess of drugs 
and self-indulgence? Even worse, had Valerie become so paranoid she’d gone 
underground?
Before Julia could contemplate further, James stood up to speak. 
Leaning over the microphone with a hellfire-and-brimstone approach reminiscent 
of old-time preachers, he shouted, “Instead of sitting on our asses rapping about 
equality, I propose we DO something!” The chattering crowd grew quiet. 
Whatever his political connections, James knew how to seize the moment.
‘W hat do you suggest, brother?” someone asked.
“I say we pay a visit to the ROTC building,” James said. "We gotta show 
them we mean business. ”
This idea was met with criesof “Right on! Strike! Strike!" And the group 
began to move in the direction o f the Student Center.
Julia still suspected James might be an informer. She wondered if he 
was setting up yet another ambush and if the police would be there waiting for 
them. Still, like most undergraduates, she had no idea where the ROTC building 
was, and curiosity compelled her to follow along. This time, she might even be 
able to prove something.
Soon they reached an inconspicuous brick structure tucked between 
the power plant and the Hayes chapel. The crowd cheered as James deftly broke 
thelock. There were no policemen to be seen; apparently her theory was wrong.
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The students suited inside. “Wow! Look at this!” Winnie’s roommate 
Jake had found Julia on the way over and now pointed to an elevated deck. “Far 
fuckin’ out!" The navigation bridge held a pair of anti-aircraft guns and a single- 
barrelgunmount. Itwas a simulated Destroyervessel with barometer, compass, 
and other naval gear. Jake pulled a joint out of the pocked of his fringed vest. 
“Let’s get up there and start tokinT
Still worried about a trap, Julia hesitated. “I don’t know, Jake. What if 
the cops come after us?”
“Shit, we've already locked ’em out. This is a pretty solid building—  
they’ll have to climb through the windows to get in. Besides, no one knows we’re 
here."
Since it seemed more like a lark than a demonstration, Julia followed 
him up the steps. Fromhervantagepointontopofthegunmount, she could see 
everyone’s comings and goings. Jake lit the joint and they passed it back and 
forth. It was fun calling out to people, having them look around, puzzled, then 
findhergrinningabovethemonthedeck. Evenmoreso because shewasstoned.
Winnie joined them, scrambling up the metal stairs leading to the 
bridge. “Whenever I decide to finally hit the books, I always miss something,” he 
complained. He’d been more like his old self lately.
As Julia made room for him, she nearly slipped off the gunmount. 
“You’d better not smoke any more of that stuff or you’ll shoot yourself,” Winnie 
teased, taking the joint from her.
A  rock band arrived around the same time as a hassled-looking petty 
officer. “Would you please stand clear of the bridge, away from the command 
posts?” he shouted. Hoots and jeers greeted his request and knowing he was 
outnumbered, he left.
About 6:30, someone took ordersfor pizza. Julia and Winnie hadmoved 
to the relative comfort of the floor of the deck, their legs dangling over the edge 
which was supported by an iron railing. When their pizza arrived, they shared it 
between them.
Julia glanced down at the students boogeying to the Psychedelic 
Scuzzballs. “This is like a party,” she giggled, still high from Jake’s grass and the 
excitement of the event. “No, I take it back. This is a party."
“Yeah, I know," Winnie replied, then looked at her in his sensual, 
penetrating way. He reached for the last piece of pizza. “Listen, about what we 
did a few days ago...” he began, referring to the kiss that Louie had interrupted. 
He lifted up the slice, then changed his mind about eating it. “Want this? 
Otherwise, I’ll throw it away.”
“No thanks.” His loss of appetite showed a lack of confidence. Itgaveher 
courage: he needed reassurance, too. She said, “I need to borrow your car, 
Winnie.”
“Forwhat?” He busied himself with disposing of the pizza.
“I have to go to the Free Clinic for a diaphragm,” she told him softly.
Before Winnie had a chance to react, Jake strode over to them, a girl on 
his arm. With her hair in a pageboy with spit curls on the ends, and creased new 
bellbottomjeans, she looked like a recent convert to the movement. She held a 
boxfull o f what appeared to bejunkand gazed admiringly at Jake. “Has anyone
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seen Adrian?” Jake asked. “Me an’ Sherry were liberating some loot an’ he got a 
phone call in the office.”
"That’s weird,” Julia said. "Who’d call Adrian here?” Come to think o f it, 
she hadn’t seen much of Adrian lately, either. Why would someone think he was 
at the ROTC building when the demonstration had been spontaneous?
“Did you take a message?” asked Winnie. “Nah, that’s a stupid question. 
You never take a ry  at the house.” He peered into the box. “What is all this stuff, 
anyway?”
“Souvenirs o f a memorable event,” Jake winked at the girl. “You know, 
American Legion medals, trophies, platoon drill plaques, the usual military 
shit.” He pulled out an ROTC training manual. “And this pornography."Tossing 
it back into the box, he said, “I was gonna sell ’em, but they’re free to my friends." 
Taking out a medal, he started to pin it on Julia’s work shirt.
Julia pulled away from from him. “Really, Jake, that’s ripping off 
someone else’s property. As much as we don’t like them, we’re only here to 
protest the war....”
“May I have your attention, please?” The voice magnified by a bullhorn 
was only too familiar. Looking down, Julia saw a grim-faced Dean Moreland 
accompanied by Ken Dietz, student body president. Abruptly the room grew 
quiet.
“I am going to read Disruptive Behavior Statement Number One,” 
Moreland began and everyone, including Julia and Winnie, burst into laughter. 
What a title for simply asking students to split! Titters and giggles accompanied 
Moreland’s canned speech which basically said that they were trespassers 
subject to arrest, and should leave now or face suspension. After Moreland was 
done, the crowd applauded and whistled. Julia noticed, however, that the rock 
band had disappeared, along with dozensof previously enthusiastic participants.
By now, Julia was familiar with Moreland’s purple-faced anger. 
T m  serious about this! We mean business,” he shouted. Julia believed him. 
“I’m  going to proceed to Disruptive Behavior Statement Number Two,” he said, 
making an obvious effort to calm himself. This was greeted with snores and 
hand-blown farts; the joke had gotten old.
“The students present are nowadvisedthattheyareofficially suspended 
under the provisions of Disciplinary Procedures, Section 384.” Moreland had 
regained his composure, although he was still yelling in spite of the bullhorn. 
“The proper officials have been notified. Anyone remaining in the building will be 
arrested and charged with Breaking and Entering, which is a felony punishable 
by fine and imprisonment, and Trespassing, under the Ohio State Code.”
“Hell, no, we won’t go! Hell, no, we won’t go!” The students chanted, 
raising clenched right hands in unison. James leaned over the railing above 
Moreland and shouted, “We ain’t moving ‘til you get rid of ROTC and give Blacks 
freedom on this campus. T il then, you know where you can stick your fuckin’ 
Disruptive Behavior Statements.”
Wordlessly, Moreland handed the bullhorn to a beleaguered Ken Dietz 
and elbowed his way outside. Students cheered at his retreating back
Julia and Winnie exchanged worried glances. “The party is over," 
Julia said.
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“Iknow. We’d better split before the cops arrive.” Taking her hand, he 
began to lead her downstairs.
Julia thought about the times she’d avoided taking a stand. She shook 
her head. Tonight she was going to stay, even if it meant jail. She wanted to end 
the war, and if this was what it took... “I’m  not leaving, Winnie. Youcanifyou ’d 
like.”
“Julia, you're going to get hurt. Look what happened to Shawn.”
“That’s not the point, Winnie. Sometimesyouhavetomakesacrificesfor 
everyone’s good. If enough people unite, they’ll have to listen.”
The building began to rumble and the remaining students rushed to the 
windows. “Tanks!” someone exclaimed. “They've brought out the fuckin’ 
National Guard!” Overhead, the roof rattled; obviously a chopper hovered above 
them.
The front and back doors burst open. While Shawnee County and 
Hampton police blocked the entrances. Highway Patrolmen began to remove 
students, who quickly assumed the standard protest position, crossing their 
legs and linking their arms. Thecopspicked them upbytheir elbows; only when 
demonstrators actively resisted arrest did they use force, pulling them by their 
hair. Students retaliated by thrashing, biting, and kicking, increasing their 
activity for the benefit o f the audience they knew waited outside.
Julia started towards the exit. “If we go peacefully, they probably won’t 
hassle us too much,” she said. Winnie followed her silently. She struggled with 
her own fear. What if Sheriff Adams were to demand an interrogation, alone? 
She glanced around; he was nowhere to be seen. The Shawnee County 
policeman guarding the exit stepped away from the door. Instead of paying 
attention to her and Winnie, he looked into the crowd, and Julia realized he was 
giving them an opportunity to escape and avoid arrest.
Julia held out her hands to him. “I want to stop the war. It’s immoral, 
and this is one small thing I can do for the people who have died.”
Winnie hung back and she turned to him. “Go back to the house, if you 
want. I’ll be fine.” Secretly she hoped he would stay with her.
“I shouldn’t leave you,” he replied, his face an agony of confusion. Julia’s 
heart ached for him.
“I’ll be okay, Winnie. Really. Besides, if the Draft Board sees you were 
busted during a demonstration, they’ll ship you to Vietnam for sure. ”
“I don’t have all day, you two,” the cop said.
Winnie started to turn away, his expression still anguished. T llgoback 
to the house and get the car and some bread for bail,” he said. “Where are you 
taking her?”
“Hamilton Police Station. ” The cop grasped Julia’s arm.
“I’ll see you there,” Winnie promised her. Maybe when he picks me up, 
we can stop at the Free Clinic, she thought, then chided herself for being so 
selfish. “Be careful, Julia.”
Outside, the mace-filled air reverberated with sirens, screams, and 
shouts of “Fuck you, pigs!” An ambulance tore through the fabric o f the crowd, 
leaving students fleeing in its path.
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Julia gasped at the size o f the milling mob; it looked on the verge of a full- 
scale riot. “Actually, you’re safer on the bus," the cop told her. “Hope your 
boyfriend doesn’t get hurt.”
“Why, so he can be killed in Vietnam?” Julia said, then immediately felt 
contrite because the policeman had been so reasonable. “This isn’t a game, you 
know. We have a purpose in doing this.”
She stepped onto the school bus that held the arrested demonstrators. 
Everyone wasjabbering about a student who had been trying to break up a fight 
betweenacopandanotherprotesterandhadbeenstruckuneonsciousbyabilly 
club. He had just been taken away by the ambulance.
‘Who?” Julia was suddenly apprehensive. Somehow the story sounded
familiar.
“The Student Mobilization Committee leader, Louie what’s-his-name,” 
a girl informed her.
“Louie Wexler?” Julia cried, horrified.
“That’s him. We don’t know if he’s going to make it. His head was 
covered with blood.”
Julia buried her face in her hands. “Oh my God,” she said, her voice 
bitter. “Why do I keep calling on God? From the looks of things, He must be 
dead.” Just like Louie might be.
“Right on, sister,” someone agreed as the bus headed toward Hamilton 
and an uncertain fate.
*  *  *
Julia and the fifty other arrested female demonstrators spent the night 
huddled in a cold, barren holding cell. With one toilet and the stink of urine 
barely covered by disinfectant, the group’s spirit quickly dissipated. Julia 
agonized over Louie and, despite her doubts about the existence of God, prayed. 
O f everyone she knew, Louie was the most courageous, the most committed. 
He’d seen death firsthand and she’d thought it made him different.
But did it? she wondered. Had she drawn an invisible line between 
herself and Louie because he’d been inVietnam? Did itmakeher any better than 
those who shunned vets or called them mass murderers and baby killers? The 
truth is, most of us would have reacted similarly, she realized. In a kill or be killed 
situation you do what you must to survive.
EVery time a guard passed their cell, she asked, “Any word on the 
student who was hurt?” while others clamored for release. No one seemed to 
know anything, and Julia paced back and forth in the space left to her.
Finally, she tumbled into a comer and slept uneasily. When she 
awakened, it was morning and a heavy-set matron holding a clipboard was 
unlocking the cell. “Everybody out,” the matron announced. “We’re going to 
retumyouridentifieationandjewelry.butyou’llhavetofind your own wayhome. 
The University has arranged for your release, but you will be charged with 
trespassing. Although, personally, I would’ve let you sit for a few more days.”
“Fuck you,” the girl next to Julia muttered.
The matron, thinking Julia had spoken, pointed an accusing finger at 
her and exclaimed, “I heard that. Come over here.”
“It wasn’t me,” Julia stammered, backing away. Why did she feel so
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guilty?
“What’s your name?”
“Julia Brandon,” Julia glared at the real culprit who pretended to look 
innocent. “But I didn’t say it. Honest.” The girl edged away from Julia as quickly 
as she could.
“Oh yeah?” The matron scanned the clipboard, then scowled. “You’re 
on here allright. From the looks ofSheriffAdams’ notesyou’re areal troublemaker. 
Maybe we ought to ship you back to Hampton in a patrol car so you can have a 
talk with him.”
“No! Please!” Julia pleaded, clasping her hands together. “I have to get 
back to campus. One of my best friends is in University Hospital with a 
concussion. And my boyfriend’s on the verge ofbeing drafted. SheriffAdamshas 
it in form e since last year when I tried to post bail for my roommate.” O f course 
the woman would never believe that Adams hoped to do more than interrogate 
Julia, so Julia refrained from telling her.
“You kids have no respect for authority,” the matron said. ‘You spit in 
the face of everything. Come along quietly or I’ll have to put you in cuffs.” She 
reached for Julia’s arm.
“I didn’t say it. You’ve got to believe me!” Julia cried hoarsely. Even 
though her eyes burned with exhaustion, fear made her wide awake. “I can’t 
speak for the others but I’m  not disrespectful. People are entitled to their own 
opinions. Since you come from a different generation, I can understand your 
frustration.”
The woman stared at Julia for a long moment, then said, “I don’t know 
why, but I think you’re telling the truth. Go ahead with the rest.”
“Nice work,” someone murmured as they filed towards the booking area 
to pick up their possessions.
“I wasn’t lying,” snapped Julia, not caring whether her voice carried. “I 
can’t stand people who dish things out then leave others to take the rap. If I ever 
see that chick again. I’ll kick her in the face.” She knew she was tired and 
irritable, but she sounded as tough as Valerie, an unsettling realization.
After Julia got her things, she hurried to the station lobby. Perhaps she 
and Winnie could visit Louie in the hospital. The stop at the Free Clinic was 
forgotten.
*  *  *
Except for the presence of militia on campus, the next few days were 
uneventful. Students and soldiers developed the strange sort of camaraderie 
sometimes found in a hostage-captor situation. Coeds placed flowers in gun 
barrels, made daisy wreaths for military necks, slipped peace symbol flags close 
to where the Guardsmen stood. In return, the soldiers, who were mostly young, 
whistled and flirted when they thought their commanding officers weren’t 
looking.
Julia spent much of her time in the hospital with Louie. Although he’d 
received a relatively mild concussion, he slipped in and out of depression. The 
doctorsfeltitwassomehowrelatedtohisexperienceinVietnam. ShemetLouie’s
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parents, who reminded her other own mother and father in odd little ways. They 
left alter a few days, when they felt Louie was all right.
But Julia knew differently. When others were around, Louie seemed 
like his usual effusive self. But when he and Julia were alone, he grew morose. 
He resisted Julia’s attempts to get him to discuss what was bothering him. 
Finally he lost his temper, accusing herof patronizing him, saying, “I don’t know 
whyyou’re so worried about me. I can take care of myself.” When she refused to 
be put off, he told her about his love affair with Hu’o’ng, how she became 
pregnant with his child, and how she died in Vietnam.
After that Julia avoided the hospital. She had only made things worse by 
meddling. Besides,hecouldn’thavecaredforherasmuchasshe’dbelieved, not 
after abandoning a woman he’d claimed to have truly loved.
AlthoughJuliaflnallygotllttedforadiaphragm.shehadlittleopportuniLy 
to tell Winnie, for at the end o f April, Nixon sent troops across the Cambodian 
border and the campus once again erupted in violence. Dissidents tossed 
Molotov cocktails through the windows of the Administration Building and a 
gang o f drunken fratertnity boys raged through uptown, causing a general 
uproar.
The military tightened its grip, imposing a nine o’clock curfew. National 
Guardsmen stepped in whenever students congregated in small groups. The 
ensuing fist fights finally destroyed any rapport that might have sprung up 
between the two camps.
That weekend, rallies were held and reports of violence at other colleges 
filtered back to Hayes. Demonstrators burned down the ROTC building at Kent; 
broke windows and defaced businesses on High Street at Ohio State; staged a 
sit-in in downtown Cincinnati, blocking traffic for miles.
Her arrest and Louie’s injury had been to no avail. What difference had 
they made? Vietnam was a war of the older generation—the same generation 
that still held tightly to the students' and refused to let go. Nothing was going to 
change, no matter how much they marched or boycotted or even advocated 
revolution. It would only breed more oppression.
Julia remembered her mother’s remark about futile causes. Perhaps 
Hester had been right. The world was full of great inj ustices; one only needed to 
protect oneself from harm. But still, she despised the hopeless feeling those 
thoughts gave her. And what about the boys still dying overseas or coming home 
physically and mentally devastated? And what about others who still might go, 
like Winnie? She wondered what her relationship with Winnie would be like had 
they not been haunted by the specter of Vietnam. Would they be engaged? Or 
would they never have met?
At seven a.m. on Sunday someone rapped softly at her window. Still 
half-asleep, forgetting to put on her robe, Julia lifted up the sash and peered 
down at Winnie.
His russet hair gleamed in the sunlight and a T-shirt and cutoffs 
emphasized his muscular body. Self-consciously she pulled her nightgown over 
her breasts. "What are you doing here?” she demanded, confused from being 
awakened.
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“I was hoping you slept in the nude,” he teased, flashing his radiant 
smile. “But we haven’t seen much of each other, so I thought we’d spend the day 
at Shawnee Park We’ll have a picnic lunch and swim in the lake.”
“Well, that wasn’t my idea... us not being together, I mean,” she said, 
starting to close the window.
“Julia, wait,” Winnie placed his hand on the screen. “Please don’t be like 
that. My Army physical’s tomorrow and I’m  going through hell. ”
Between his low lottery number and the fact that he’d be graduating in 
less than a month, the draft board refused to put off his physical. He needed her 
more than ever. “Oh, God, Winnie.” Julia put her hand on the other side o f the 
screen so their fingers mirrored each other. It was like visiting someone in a 
prison, except she could feel his warmth. “Why didn’t you say something 
sooner?”
“What’s to say? It won’t change the facts. Either I’ll go or I won’t.” He 
looked at her imploringly. “But let’s enjoy today, Julia. It’sgoingtobebeautiful.”
“I’ll meet you in front in a few minutes.”
“Far out. Make it quick though. The others are in the car and we want 
to get a good spot.”
Why did it always have to be with the others, Julia mused as she pulled 
on jeans and a gauzy top. They didn’t always have to come along. If she didn’t 
know better, she’d swear Winnie was afraid to be alone with her.
Her mood lifted as they drove towards Shawnee Lake. A  state park and 
natural game preserve twenty-five miles away from Hayes, it was a favorite 
springtime retreat for college students. Abeach surrounded the huge manmade 
lake, making it nearly as beautiful as the real thing.
At the park they located a grill and after an enthusiastic game of frisbee, 
they barbecued hamburgers and hot dogs. Afterwards, Vicki, Bill and Jake 
wandered off in thewoodstoget stoned, whileJulia, Kirsten, and Winnie cleared 
away the remains of lunch. When the group returned, Jake suggested they go 
skinny-dipping at a hidden cove they’d discovered last year. All but Julia agreed.
“I can’t,” she stammered. Except for her parents when she was a young 
child, Trevor—who had been drunk at the time—and the girls in the dorm 
showers, no one had ever seen her completely nude.
“You guys go ahead,” Winnie told the others. “Julia and I will be along
soon.”
“Why are you so inhibited?” Winnie asked when they were alone.
“I've never done anything like that before,” she hung her head, 
embarrassed by her own naivete.
“Neither had I, until a couple of years ago.” Gently he cupped her chin 
withhishand. “Iknowyouhaven’tdonealotofthings.” Helookedatherintently.
He thinks I’m  still a virgin, Julia realized in shock Yet she did nothing to 
correct his misconception.
They walked to the cove. In the distance, Julia could hear the others 
laughing and splashing. The area was heavily wooded, giving the illusion of 
privacy.
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Not taking his eyes off Julia, Winnie began to strip. Mesmerized, she 
watched him. He had a beautiful, tanned body—broad, muscular shoulders, 
flat stomach, narrow hips, strong legs. He did not bother to hide his erection. 
“Your turn," he said softly, his glittering eyes challenging her.
Time seemed to stand still. She could hear the birds singing in the trees. 
A  squirrel dashed across their path, taking refuge in a nest o f wild clover. Julia’s 
fingers hesitated at the top of her peasant blouse.
“I11makeiteasyforyou,”Winnietoldher. “IHmeetyouinthewater." He 
strode towards the cove, leaving Julia to admire his smooth buttocks.
Alone, she undressed quickly and raced towards the lake, jumping in 
without bothering to test the water. The others seemed to take her presence for 
granted. W hy shouldn’t they, Julia thought. They were naked too. Sherelaxed. 
They were all men and women, they all had had bodies, they were, in a sense, a 
family.
Winnie swam towards her. “See, it’s not so bad, is it? I must confess, 
though, I couldn’t help but peek. You’re even lovelier than I imagined. "W ith that, 
he ducked his head under the water and dove a few feet beneath her legs. Julia 
giggled and she and Winnie chased and dunked each other. The sun beat down 
on them and she’d never felt more alive or content.
Soon they were both out ofbreath, and he said, “I’m  getting wiped out. I 
know a beach where we can catch some rays without being seen.”
As Julia started to swim with him, he called to the others, “We’ll be back 
in a while.”
The isolated stretch of sand was surrounded by scrub pines. Accustomed 
by now to their nudity—reveling in the freedom of walking around unclothed— 
Julia thought nothing of getting out o f the water and following him up to the 
shore.
Reaching behind a tree, Winnie pulled out a biggarbagebag. It held two 
towels and an unopened bottle o f Jack Daniels whiskey.
“I was hoping this stuffwas still here,” he said as he laid the towels side by 
side. “Im eanttocom ebacklastspringandgetitbutneverhadthechance. Do 
you suppose the whiskey’s still good?”
“Might as well try.” Julia watched as he opened the bottle and took a
swig.
“Notbad.” He offered it to her. “In fact it’s real smooth.”
“No thanks,” Julia shuddered.
“Don’t you like Jack Daniels? It’s the best.”
“I don’t touch hard liquor any more. Not since last winter.” She waited 
for him to ask why so she could tell him about Trevor.
Instead he reached over and captured her breast, fondling her nipple 
with his fingers. Julia moaned softly and Winnie moved closer. “I mean it when 
I say you’re exquisite.” He began to kiss her neck, his tongue making slight 
indentations.
Her arms encircled his waist. “Everything's in place, I presume,” he 
murmured in her ear, and for an instant she had no idea what he was talking 
about.
The diaphragm. “It’sback at the dorm,” she whispered, no longer caring. 
Let them make love and damn the consequences.
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“Jesus Christ!” Winnie dropped his embrace and Julia jumped back, 
startled. He drew up his legs, burying his head in his arms. She stared at him in 
disbelief as he demanded, “How in the hell could foiget it?"
“You don’t have to yell at me,” Julia replied, close to tears. “I didn’t think 
to put it in. You said the others were coming, so it never occurred to me we’d be 
alone.” Why was birth control always the woman’s responsibility, anyway? “It’s 
not like a rubber you can keep with you all the time.” She glared at him.
“Do I look like I’m  carrying a wallet?" Winnie lilted up his palms in 
frustration. He shook his mane, his long hair hiding his expression. “Look, I’m 
not mad at you, okay? Just disappointed. But I’d better split right now before I 
lose control and do something we’ll both regret. C’mon, let’s go back.” Without 
waiting for her, he dashed into the water.
Everyone was tired, so the ride home was quiet. Julia tried to get inback, 
but Winnie insisted she sit next to him, touching her and looking at her with 
regretful eyes.
Julia condemned her own lack of sophistication. Of course she should 
have thought about the diaphragm. But why couldn’t they just go ahead and 
make love? Was he afraid of even the implied commitment o f pregnancy? She 
was ready to forge a life together. Why wasn’t he?
They pulled in front of Julia’s dorm. Winnie turned to her and said, “I’ll 
meet you at the rally tonight, then w ell go back to my house.”
There was no mistaking his message. Tllbethere,"shepromised. “This 
time I’ll remember.”
* * *
The rally began at 7:30 in front of the Administration Building, just as 
dusk settled over the campus. Early May was the height o f spring, reminding 
Julia o f last year’s Music Fest, when the protest movement was a fault line over 
an abyss o f discontent.
Look at us now, she reflected, glancing around at the thousands of 
milling students. I don’t even know most of these people. And from the 
appearance of some, I wonder if they even go to school here.
Winnie came up behind her in his usual silent way and slipped his arm 
around herwaist. Movinghishand so itrestedafew inches below herbreasts, he 
whispered, “We’ll split early if that’s OK with you.”
Julia stirred and sighed. The wetness between her legs was more than 
contraceptivejelfy. “We can go now if you’d like.”
“Let’s wait a couple of minutes,” Winnie said. “I want to hear what this 
dude has to say.” He pointed to a wild-haired young man in an Armyj acket who 
was about to take the microphone. “He’s supposed to be an expert on draft 
evasion.”
“Who is he?” Julia asked. “He’s not from around here.”
“He’s not a draft counselor, either,” a voice behind them said. Julia and 
Winnie turned to see Valerie. Her clothes were clean, her blonde hair freshly 
washed. She wore pink lipstick. “He’s a professional agitator, a Weatherman 
brought in by the SDS. I've been looking for you all day, Julia "Valerie went on. 
“I've got to rap with you.”
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Dumbfounded, Julia stared at her. She’d expected Valerie to be 
disheveled and disgruntled and if she hadn’t seemed so worried, Julia would 
have said Valerie looked happy. Too surprised to express anger at Valerie’s past 
treatment of her, she asked, “What’s wrong?”
“I can’t tell you here. W e’ve got to talk.” Valerie picked her fingernails, 
which Julia noticed were manicured. She’d never known Valerie to paint her 
nails. Or fiddle with them, either.
“We were just leaving,” Winnie said, tightening his arm around Julia. 
“Julia and I have plans.”
“Please, Julia,” Valerie said. “I wouldn’t ask for your help unless it was 
an emergency.”
Even though they were no longer close, Julia still felt the pull of 
friendship. “Can’t this wait until tomorrow, Valerie? WinnieTl be in Cincinnati 
and you and I’ll have time.”
‘There is no time, don’tyou see? It'sjustaboutrunoutforallofus.” She 
ducked down. “Oh shit, there’s Adrian. He didn’t see me, did he?” Adrian stood 
a few feet away with his back to them and Julia shookher head. “You’re the only 
one I can trust, Julia."
JulialookedatWinnieforguidance. “Wemightaswellhumorher, Julia. 
Butdon’tletherkeepyoumorethanafewminutes.” He released hisgrip. “You’re 
paranoid, Valerie, do you know that?”
“And you’re homier than hell, Winnie,” Valerie said with her usual 
asperity. “Don’t worry, you’ll get your rocks offbefore they ship you out. Believe 
it or not, some things are more important than sex. ”
Winnie muttered under his breath as Julia and Valerie hurried towards 
the edge o f the crowd. “Why did you talk to him that way?” Juliaasked. “Doesit 
botheryou that he cares about me? That you were wrong about him wanting to 
find one special person?”
Valerie looked and Julia and shook her head. “Still the romantic, aren’t 
you? That’s irrelevant right now. W eVegottogetawayassoonaspossible. Ever 
been to the Cliffs?”
Julia stopped. “That’s almost a mile from here!”
Grasping Julia’s elbow, Valerie steered her behind the Administration 
building, away from the military encampment. “I’ll explain it to you on the way 
over. It’s a m ailer oflife and death.”
“Thenyou canjust tell me right now. There’s no one around. I mean it, 
Valerie. 1’m not budging untillknowwhatthisisallabout.” Crossing her amis, 
Julia stood unmoving.
Valerie looked at her with respect. “Whatever happened to the passive 
sorority girl? Now I know how Dr. Frankenstein felt when he brought the dead 
backtolife. But at least I helped create someone who thinks for herself. Allright, 
Julia. You deserve an explanation.”
At the beginning o f the quarter, after her arrest at the ROTC march, 
Valerie had gone to see Richard Shallley. “I told myself I wanted to talk to him one 
last time before I graduated,” Valerie said. “Then he totally blew me away—he 
said he loved me, but was afraid to seekme outbecause he thought I hated him, 
just like his own son did. I almost had myself convinced I hated him, too, untill
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realized lover and hate come from the same emotion.” Before Julia could 
question that outrageous idea—she certainly didn’t love Adolf Hitler, for 
instance—Valerie continued. “He and Myra separated last January. She went 
back to Boston and took Carrie with her. And Adrian never said a word, even 
though I know he was in contact with his mother.”
“Richard was alone all that time and didn’t call you?”
“He said he needed to think things through, to reevaluate his life and 
figure out where he’d gone wrong,” Valerie replied. “He didn’t want tomessme up 
again.”
“I can’t believe someone that old would have those kinds o f problems,” 
Julia said. She thought of her parents and their friends, people she’d known 
from childhood who’d stayed at the same job, with the same spouse, address, 
and phone number. They had no trouble with their identities.
“Experience only makesyoubetterathidingyourfears,"Valerie toldher. 
“Contrary to popular myth, you don’t stop hurting inside when you turn thirty.”
Although she’d moved in with Richard, Valerie went on, she maintained 
her commitment to ending the war. She continued her SDS activities, planning 
to m any Richard in July and go with him to the University of Florida where he’d 
accepted a teaching position. “We want to make a new start,” Valerie said to 
Julia. “Luckily for me, Adrian and James got so involved with the subversive shit 
they didn’t notice the changes IVe been going through.”
“Subversive?” Julia asked. As far as she knew, Valerie hadn’t been 
involved in anythingmoredestructive than supplying thecampuswith marijuana 
and other drugs.
“Don'tyouwonderwhere the stulffortheMolotovcocktailscomes from? 
The Student Mobilization Committee didn’t plan the trash can fires or the 
building break-ins. And although most of the campus thought the llush-in was 
a bigjoke, we counted on it fucking up the entire sewage system. And we almost 
succeeded.”
Julia began to comprehend what Valerie was telling her. Valerie’s terror 
of discovery stemmed from the consequences of her actions, as well as James’ 
and Adrian’s. Julia knew now that she hadn’t imagined the mysterious boxes in 
Adrian’s livingroom; she’d merely been naive enough to think their contents 
were harmless.
“Do you think this shit is spontaneous? It’s planned, Julia. By a core 
group o f people truly dedicated to stopping the war. While you and Winnie have 
been making goo-goo eyes at each other and Louie’s been running around 
getting clobbered, weVe been orchestrating the methodical overthrow of the 
system. But now it’s gone too far. Even for me.”
Despite the warm evening, Julia felt a chill. “My God, Valerie. Whatare 
you talking about?”
“Tomorrow they plan on blowing up the Administration Building. No 
advance phone calls. Nothing. I can relate to people getting hurt for the cause, 
but not to random murder.”
A  feeling of unreality stole over Julia, the same sensation she’d had 
when Lydia had spit at her during the Young Americans for Freedom rally last 
winter. She stroked her cheek. “Maybe they’re making idle threats,” she said.
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“They wouldn’t actually kill anyone, would they?”
“I knowyou and Winnie thinkl’m  paranoid, Julia, with allmy talkabout 
the CIA and phone taps and shit. But James is for real; like I told you before, he’s 
one heavy dude. James, Adrian, a couple o f others are supposed to rendezvous 
at the Cliffs and 4:00 a.m. and pick up a cache of ammo we hid there. Once 
James attaches the timing device to the plastique, they’re going to break into the 
Administration Building and plant a bomb in the basement.”
So this was what Valerie had been doing all this time. They were out of 
their depth. “We've got to tell the police. Now.”
“No pigs, Julia. No pigs!” Valerie whirled around, her face rigid with 
anger and fear. “Thinkofwhat they’ll do tome—us, sinceyouknowaboutittoo—  
ifweget busted. Tenyearsinjailforme.atleast! Andyou, well, you might as well 
foiget abou t ever having a career or marrying a decent guy. ”
That’s not what I want out of life,” Julia countered. “I love Winnie, and 
whatever he wants will make me happy.”
“But what about me?” Valerie’s defenses dissolved and she began tocry, 
hugegulpingsobs. “I ffnallygotmyshit together, aftermylife fell apart. You have 
tohelpme. Youandlneedtogettheammoandtakeitbacktomyoldhouse. Itold 
Richard I needed to spend the night there and clean up because we’re putting it 
up for sale. Tomorrow morning Richard and I will dump the stuff in Shawnee 
Lake.”
“So Richard knows about this too?”
“No, I told him it’s a bushel of bad grass laced with strychnine. 1 don’t 
want to burden him with this: he’s got enough on his head. If we get caught with 
the ammo, he can claim ignorance, even pass a lie detector test. If I got away, I 
could go underground.” Valerie’s voice rang with conviction, but her expression 
was frightened.
Separation from Richard would ruin Valerie’s chances for happiness 
forever, and she’d suffered enough. How unfair ifValerie had to become a fugitive 
from the law, just when she’d gotten her life together. “All right, Valerie, I’ll help 
you, but you've got to let me phone in an anonymous tip to the cops about the 
activities at Adrian’s farmhouse. I don’t like the police either, but this sabotage 
has to be stopped before someone really gets killed. And what will James and 
Adrian do when the discover the ammo is missing? Won’t they start asking 
questions?”
“I hadn’t really thought about that,” Valerie conceded. “But promise me 
you’ll call the pigs alter Richard and I get rid of the evidence. I may have to go to 
court, but as long as they can’t prove anything. I’ll probably get off.” She 
attempted a smile. “Know any decent lawyers?”
With a stab ofguilt, Julia thought ofLouie. He could help them out o f this 
mess. But he was still in the hospital, and besides, he was upset with her.
It was nearly dark by the time the two women reached the Cliffs. 
Elongated shadows loomed like ominous fingers ready to grab them. The woods 
were strangely quiet. “Are you sure we’re not being followed?" Julia demanded, 
unable to shake a sense that someone was watching. “You are being straight 
with me about this, aren’t you?” Could she be indirectly aiding the radicals by 
moving the contraband to a more convenient location?
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“I swear on m y great-grandmother's grave,” Valerie replied. “I know I 
used you in the past to gather information, and I’m  really sorry about that. But 
we operate on a need-to-know basis, and when Adrian, J  ames and the rest o f us 
first mobilized, we agreed on a course o f action. You, on the other hand, wavered 
between being the model daughter and the self-involved hippie.”
Julia resented Valerie’s last remark, but was too worried to take offense. 
“But Valerie, your activities make you even worse than the police! Don’t you see 
you’re breeding more violence?”
“That’s where you and I differ. That’s why I never told you much. But 
now the situation’s too intense, and only we can put a stop to it. ” Valerie paused 
before two boulders. "Thisistheplace.” Aflatstonerestedbetweenthetallrocks. 
Pointing to it, Valerie said, “Help me push this off. The stuffs in a hole 
underneath.”
They each grasped an end and, with much effort, finally moved the 
heavy stone. Two burlap bags lay in the hole.
“Fortunately, it’s only a couple of M- 16s and cartridge belts, plastique, 
and a few sticks o f dynamite.” Valerie explained casually. “We won’t have too 
much trouble getting it back.”
Julia stared at the bags. In them was materiel designed to kill human 
beings. The contents o f her stomach started to work their way towards her 
throat. “I’m  going to the police.” She turned to leave.
Valerie grabbed her arm so hard Julia was sure her fingers had made 
marks. “Listen to me, Julia Brandon! I can relate to where you’re coming from. 
But we have to do it my way or you’ll permanently fuck up all our lives including 
those of innocent people like yourself and Richard. Tell me, how else can we 
escape unharmed?”
“I don’t know, Valerie. This is wrong.” Julia shook her curls from her 
damp face; the sweat from fear and exertion made her long hair feel heavy. As 
much as she hated to admit it, Valerie’sarguments made sense. There realty was 
no other solution.
“O f course it’s wrong! That’s why I’m  risking our asses to stop it.” 
Sensing Julia’s acquiescence, Valerie released her grip. “Now let’s be quick; 
curfew’s in less than an hour and I know you want to get back to Winnie. And we 
have to take the longest route back to my place so we won’t run into any pigs. ”
Valerie hoisted one bag over her shoulder and slowly Julia picked up the 
other. It was lighter than it looked. Their eyes met. “Julia, you’re the best friend 
I’ve ever had,” Valerie said softly. “You were always there for me, even when I 
treatedyou like shit. Ihopeyougetwhateveritisyoufinaltydecideyouwant. You 
deserve it.”
“Oh, Valerie," Julia wanted to weep. Why was she being so sentimental 
when they were insuch danger? She struggled to hide her feelings. “Areyousure 
we’re doing the right thing? I can’t help but feel we should go to the authorities. ”
They started to walk. “I’m  positive,” Valerie said. “Let’s not discuss this 
anymore, okay?”
They hurried through the growing darkness. They encountered no one, 
so Julia told herself they were safe.
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*  *  *
After securing the bags and being once again reassured by Valerie that 
everything would be all right, Julia left her friend’s house. But as she walked 
through uptown, she found herself getting agitated all over again. How could 
Valerie let things go this far without telling anyone? And why hadn’t she at least 
confided in Richard? He might have convinced her to do something about the 
weapons before now.
No one had bothered to turn on the street lights even though darkness 
had almost fallen. Lost in thought, Julia headed into campus without a thought 
to staying on the Slantwalk, the central and most well-traveled path. Instead she 
shuffled through the grass, taking the most direct route to the Administration 
Building.
’Just a minute, young lady,” someone shouted. Deputy Adams strode 
towards her, shortening the distance between them with every word. “You’ve 
violated curfew and I’m  taking you in.” For an instant Julia felt an extraordinary 
relief—here was an authority figure, someone whom she could warn. Then she 
remembered that cops were the enemy, especially Adams. If it had been anyone 
but him, she might have confessed anyway. But as it was, she had to get away.
Feigning calm, she glanced at her Timex. The illuminated hands read 
8:54. “It’s not nine yet,” she said, her voice even, knowing his compulsion for 
rules. ‘The rally’s still going on.”
Adams seized her wrist and looked at her watch. “The clock in my car 
saysdifferent, but I’llgiveyou thebenefit ofthe doubt. You still won’t make it back 
to the rally in time.” He stank of sweat and chewing tobacco; his fox eyes seemed 
to glow. “But I’ll let you tiy.” He released her.
Determined not to let Adams know how much he unnerved her, she 
turned in the direction of the Administration building. Were those footsteps 
echoing hers? She refused to look behind her.
Adams answered her unspoken question by saying, “This place isn’t so 
different from Vietnam—at least not according to my brother Danny’s letters. 
We’ve got good guys—the law and the townies—and Cong—you hippies.”
Julia decided not to answer but quickened her pace. She could hear 
Adams speeding up his.
“You wanna know how Danny bought it?” His voice mocked her. “He 
stepped on a mine in thejungle and got his legs blown off.”
Adams had been a victim too, channeling his grief into hatred of the 
protesters Julia realized with a rush of sympathy. She stopped and faced him. 
I’m  sorry about your brother,” she said. “But you have to understand we’re trying 
to prevent more people like him from being killed.”
“No, magnolia blossom.” He shook his head. “Youandyourfriendsare 
a bunch of pinko cowards afraid to stand up for your country. You see the war as 
an excuse for sex, drugs, and rock and roll. Folks in uniform like me and the 
veterans, we’re the real heroes.” He seemed desolate standing there in the dim 
light, patting his billy club. “Look at your watch now, magnolia blossom, and I 
bet you’ll see it’s after nine. Looks like you’re gonna miss your rendezvous with 
lover boy.”
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How could he possibly know about Winnie? Her surprise must have 
been visible becauseAdamssaid, “I have spies, or, to be more exact, a spy. He lets 
me knowwhatyou hippies are up to. O f course, I can always guess.” Taking his 
billy club out of its holder he stroked it up and down suggestively. “Now it’s my 
turn.”
There was no mistaking his intent. He meant to come after her. Without 
replying, Julia ran. The campus was still deserted, but she thought the students 
would be coming back so she zigzagged around buildings, hoping to encounter 
someone.
No luck. Drenched with perspiration, she ducked inside the Cassidy 
Hall arch to catch her breath. Shehadtostopjustforaminute. Butshe thought 
she heard footfalls and tookflight again. How could Adams possibly know where 
she was? He must have a sixth sense.
This was how hunted animals must feel. “Oh, please go away.” She 
barely realized she’d spoken out loud. Where was everybody? Normally the 
campus teemed with people. She would have given her soul for the sight of a 
National Guardsman.
She stumbled in the direction of the Administration building. Someone 
had to be there. If she could hold out a little longer she would reach it.
The front lawn was uninhabited; the podium and the microphone stood 
empty. Thestudents hadretumed to their residences with afullm ilitaiy escort.
She was sure Adams still stalked her. Her heart pounded as she 
backtracked towards a clump of trees in a last-ditch attempt to hide. Strong 
hands reached out from behind the tree and pulled her down. Julia screamed 
and began to scratch with her little remaining strength; her assailant clamped 
his fingers over her mouth. Julia started to bite him, then realized the person 
holding her was Winnie.
“Oh, thankGod,” she burst into tears, hugging him. “I thought you were 
Adams. I thought he was following me. It was like a nightmare.” Her words 
tumbled over each other and he stroked her hair.
“Shh, Julia. It’s after curfew. I waited for you here because I knew 
something happened. Otherwise you’d have come right back to the rally.”
Julia clung to him. “What are we going to do if Adams finds us here?”
“You don’t know if he was tailing you for sure... he’d probably split 
anyway, once he saw me. He’s a coward who uses his goddamn badge to 
terrorize defenseless women.”
Julia was about to comment that she wasn’t entirely helpless when 
Winnie began to kiss her. All thoughts and words flew out of her head until the 
crunching ofboots indicated the return of the militia. Breaking off their embrace, 
Winnie peered around the tree. “It’s only a couple of Guardsmen on sentiy duty,” 
he whispered. “They probably won’t notice us if we sneak around the back.”
When she thought about that night later, she could never recall the trip 
back to Winnie’s house. Not like what followed. Every motion, every nuance, 
replayed itself over and over in her mind, allowing her a chance to relive it even as 
she was living it. As soon as they reached Winnie’s room, they peeled off each 
other's clothes. She remembered Winnie telling her, “I’m  going to be as gentle as
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possible the first time.” And her cries of pleasure. Losing herself was not 
frightening after she’d crossed the borderline. She wanted more and more, and 
he eagerly gave.
Only near morning, when a breeze from an open window wafted across 
their entwined, sweat-slick bodies, did she wonder how and where he’d learned 
how to make love like that. Thethoughfilledherwithshame. What business was 
itofhers? Winnie loved her; tonight had been proof. “Iloveyou,” shemurmured. 
His eyelids fluttered—had he heard her?—but he only moaned softly and nestled 
his head further between her breasts.
She noticed his pewter peace symbol had twisted itself around his back. 
To wear it to the Army induction center would be like waving a Viet Cong flag in 
the face o f the military, and Winnie was absent-minded enough to foiget to take 
it off. Gently she unhooked the necklace, placing it on the nightstand next to the 
narrow bed. Please let him fail the physical, she prayed. Maybe his recently 
healed leg or his childhood illnesses would rescue him.
Just before drifting off herself, she thought how wonderful it was that 
she and Valerie had found happiness at the same time. She believed all facets of 
the prism o f love had been revealed to her.
* * *
The first thing Julia noticed when she awoke was that Winnie’s peace 
symbol was not on the nightstand. Winnie had gone also, presumably to take his 
physical. Julia hoped he had the sense to remove the necklace before the actual 
examination.
Quickly pulling on her clothes, she left the house a few minutes later. As 
she passed through campus on the way to Valerie’s, she heard the scream of 
sirens. Students ran in every direction. Julia grabbed the arm of a frantic 
passer-by. “What’s going down?" she asked, her stomach clutching with fear.
“Kids were killed at Kent State. Someone’s planted a bomb in the 
Administration building!" He dashed off.
“Abomb?" Julia cried. “Abomb?" Herfirst thought was that Valerie had 
deceived her. Valerie had said they would get rid of the weapons and be friends 
forever.
Anger overcame hesitancy and logic. Julia raced towards the 
Administration bu ilding, elbowing her way through students, not caring whose 
toes she trod on or books she knocked down. She had been an unwitting party to 
this and she wasgoing to put an end to it. But metal barricades and armed militia 
impeded her progress. “Let me through!" She jumped from sentry to sentiy, 
begging anyone who would listen.
Finally, one Guardsman pulled her aside. “Calm down, miss. There’s 
no way we can let you pass. Although the building has been evacuated, we’ve got 
a hostage situation, too."
“Hostage?” Julia demanded, bewildered. Valerie hadn’t said anything 
about taking prisoners.
She turned to the students behind her. “Does anyone know what’s 
happening?"
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“Sort of." Afreshmangirl Julia recognized from the Student Mobilization 
Committee spoke. “A  group of Weathermen are threatening to blow up the 
Administration building unless our beloved President Carrell gets ROTC off 
campus. They have some other demands, but I’m  not sure what they are. 
Anyway, one of their chicks defected and that James dude found out about it. 
He’s gonna blow her away if she tells anyone where the bomb is. He’s got Dr. 
Shaflley, too.”
“It’s in the basement!” Julia cried. “The basement!” How could James 
possibly know that she and Valerie had absconded with the ammo? And why 
didn’t he confront them last night, instead o f waiting until today?
“We realize that, miss,” said the Guardsman who had been listening to 
their conversation. “We don’t know the exact location ”
Valerie.... The militia had cordoned off a hundred square yard area in 
front of the Administration building, making it difficult to see exactly what was 
going on. When Julia squinted, she could glimpse Valerie’s blonde hair shining 
in the sunlight. Richard stood close to her. James pointed an M -16 at their 
heads.
Julia felt as if her breath had been taken away. She tried to focus on 
something trivial, the green and yellow curlicues on the Indian print dress of the 
freshman next to her. The cloth had been one of Nirvana, Ohio’s best-selling 
bedspreads.
Several feet in front of James, Valerie, and Richard stood two radicals 
Julia knew by sight. The tall boy on the left held the other M -16.
“Did you hear about Kent State?” The Indian print girl was asking her a 
question.
“Kent State?” Julia repeated blankly.
The girl turned a hate-filled stare onto the eavesdropping Guardsman. 
“His brothers-in-arms decided to open Ore during a demonstration. Must felt 
good to use those guns and see those kidsbleed to death, huh?” The Guardsman’s 
expression deadened; his military mask slid into place.
“Coolit.willya?” Someonebehindthemsaid. “We’ve got enough hassles 
without causing any more. Here comes Carrell; I want to hear what he has to 
say.”
Passing through the barricades with a bullhorn in his hand, President 
Carrell stopped several yards in front o f the Administration building. For the first 
time, Julia noticed the bomb squad clustered next to him, identifiable by their 
dark clothing. Julia wondered what the initials SWAT on their backs stood for.
Different from the easygoing, informal administrator o f last fall, Carrell 
seemed stooped, his face collapsed in lines o f worry. James tightened his grip on 
therille. Julia stood unmoving, paralyzed with helplessness. She was responsible. 
If only she’d gone to the police last night instead of waiting! Even Adams would 
have prevented this.
Carrell lifted the bullhorn to his lips. “Listen, everyone.” His voice was 
ragged. “I just got off the phone with President White o f Kent State. Four 
students were killed there and nine others wounded. I am saddened beyond 
words.” A  somber murmur rippled through the crowd, and Carrell’s tone grew
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firm. “This will not happen at Hayes. I am sending away the militia.” Now a cheer 
began to bubble up, and the Guardsmen looked skittish.
“I am also shutting down the school, effective immediately,” Carrell 
continued. The bullhorn seemed to amplify the determination in his voice. 
“Students can finish their courses by correspondence or take a pass/fail option 
on work already completed.”
“Marshmallow! Fuckin’ marshmallow!” James shouted, spitting out 
the words. “You think you’re gonna get off that easy?”
“I’ll negotiate your demands on two conditions,” Carrell said. “First that 
you release the hostages, and second, that you give us the location o f the bomb. ”
For long moments. President Carrell and James faced each other. The 
silence was so deep Julia felt she could reach down and never touch the bottom. 
It seemed to go on forever. Then it occurred to her something was missing. Like 
those drawings with a tiny but vital detail askew—“What’s wrong with this 
picture?” And it came to her Adrian. Where was he? Why wasn’t he out there 
with James and the other Weathermen? Because he’s the link behind all this, a 
voicewhisperedinhermind. He was the spy, the informer. His absence was an 
admission of guilt.
Last night, Adams had mentioned someone who’d told him everything. 
He seemed to know exactly what the protesters were up to. Although Adrian 
claimed to detest Adams, she remembered his offhand remark that they’d gone 
to school together. In the small town o f Hampton, they could easily have 
maintained contact over the years. The phone call for Adrian during the ROTC 
building takeover could likely have been from Adams.
Because of his involvement with the protest movement, Adrian could 
have given the Administration advance warning o f student activities. Dean 
Moreland’s knowledge of the real purpose of Julia’s visit regarding the fall 
moratorium and the disastrous ROTC review demonstration few weeks ago were 
perfect examples. Unlike James, wimpy Adrian’s adeptness at avoiding arrest 
could not be attributed to his fierce demeanor. Adrian had to be the common 
denominator between the protesters and the Establishment.
Somehow Adrian had found out about Valerie and Richard. He must 
have spotted Julia and Valerie at last night’s rally, followed them, and alter Julia 
had left Valerie’s, tipped off James as to the location of the weapons. What better 
way to get even with his hated father and ex-lover?
That bastard, Julia thought. W henlseehim againjllexposehim forthe 
traitorthatheis. James lowered his riflewith agonizingslowness. She felt herself 
breathe again, felt the others next to her breathing. Time reconnected with 
motion.
With a gesture of his hand, James indicated for Valerie and Richard to 
leave. The SWAT unit started towards the porch but James waved them away 
with the butt o f his rifle. “I got the control device, so don’t you worry about the 
bomb,” he shouted. “Gives me a little bargaining power.”
Lowering h is bullhorn, President Carrell opened his mouth to reply. Th e 
words never came out. Everything was shattered by an incredible blast.
From where Julia stood, it seemed as if the Administration building 
caved in upon itself, collapsing in an organized, symmetrical pattern. First the
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front porch, then the top three floors fell upon the center like a souffle taken too 
quickly out o f the oven. H ie  commotion was unbearable; instinctively Julia 
covered her head and ears with her arms. Then a few—perhaps ten—seconds of 
astonishing stillness.
Julia looked up. All that remained of the porch and most o f the 
Administration building was a pile of rubble. The SWAT team and the two 
radicalswhohadbeen closesttothe building stumbled awayfromtheperimeter. 
Some were covered with blood. Because it was an implosion rather than an 
explosion, President Carrell and the majority of the crowd had been spared 
inj ury from flying debris.
The militia immediately took charge. “Clear out! Clear the area!” 
Waving their rifles, they had no problem persuading the students to leave. Most 
had already fled.
Julia stood unmoving. She felt paralyzed, as if suddenly caught 
between sleep and waking. Where was Valerie? Valerie, Richard, and James 
should be digging themselves out from underneath the mess. If she waited long 
enough, surely they’d emerge.
“Julia,” someone behind her said. “Julia.” The tone grew more 
assertive. Turning slightly, she became aware of Louie’s presence. Wherehadhe 
come from? When had he gotten out of the hospital? He was holding on to her as 
ifshe were going to fall apart. Which was ridiculous. Everything was fine. What 
was taking Valerie so long, though? She should be out o f there already.
“Julia, listen to me.” Louie’s voice seemed far away, as if he were talking 
toherthroughthewrongendofamegaphone. “You’ve had a terrible shock You 
need to go back to the dorm and lie down.”
‘They’renotdead, ifthat’swhatyou’re thinking.” Somehow, somewhere, 
she found the word. She stared incredulously at Louie. “Lookatthatbandage on 
your head! You’re the one who should be in bed!”
“Julia, please listed to me. I know what you’re going through.” He 
glanced at her arms. Following his gaze, she saw that she’d raked herself so 
deeply with her fingernails that she bled.
Strange how, even though blood dripped fromher arms, she experienced 
no pain. Valerie must be alive. “Valerie’s all right,” she said in a monotone. 
“People just don’t get killed like that.”
"They do, Julia. It happened all the time in Nam. You and I talked about 
it. I’ll walkyou back to your dorm.” He grasped her elbow.
“No. Let’s go to your house,” Julia said. “I want to see Winnie.” Winnie 
will make it better, she thought. He’ll love me and everything will be the way it 
was.
“Not now, Julia.”
“Whynot? I need him.” Although she was having trouble breathing, her 
brain was starting to function again. “He’s done with his physical by now.”
“Julia, WinniecannotbringbackValerie.” Gently, Louie started toguide 
her in the direction of Patterson Hall.
Once again, jealous Louie was trying to come betweenher and Winnie. “I 
know it’s hard for you to accept that Winnie and I love each other, but that’s no 
reason for you to keep us apart,” she said.
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Louie winced. “Can we talk about this latei?" He ran his fingers over the 
unbandaged portion of his head. “You really need to lie down."
Julia pulled away. “No. Fm going to see Winnie," she repeated in a 
childish whine.
“Jesus, Julia, why do you have to get stubborn now?" Louie’s eyes grew 
bright, as if covered with cellophane. “He’s not there."
“Are you saying they drafted him right away?" Although things around 
her began to tilt crazily, Julia managed to keep her voice steady.
“No, of course not. It’sjustthathe,he..." Louiecouldnotbringhimselfto 
complete the sentence. “Look, Julia, letme takeyoubacktoyourdorm."
Julia crossed her arms and began to rub her palms back and forth, 
smearing the blood from her scratches, irritating them even more. “I am not 
budging until you tell me what you know." Maybe saying the same words she’d 
spoken to Valerie less than twenty-four hours ago would bring Valerie back, 
would return things to normal. Maybe the words had a special magic, like a 
witch’s spell.
“Stop hurting yourselfl" Louie seized her hands, practically crushing 
them with his own. “Winnie has left Hayes. Permanently."
This was, of course, a nightmare, Julia knew she’d wake up and find 
herself in Winnie’s bedroom. Valerie and Richard would be at Valerie’s painting 
walls. For a few seconds, she squeezed her eyes closed, willing herself to sleep. 
Although the darkness provided a release, it was suffocating. She opened her 
eyes.
Louie stood there, tears flowing down his cheeks. Why was he crying? 
Because she loved Winnie and not him? Because of Valerie? Because of the 
destruction they’d wreaked upon themselves? Instead of being overwhelmed 
with emotion like Louie, she felt like a statue, with an impassive exterior and a 
hollow core.
She was barely conscious of Louie holding her, of him speaking. “Julia, 
I’m  sorry. Winnie heard about Carrell shutting down school at his parents’. He 
called to say he’s staying at home for a few days while he packs for London. He’s 
been planning to move in with Stu and Laura for months. I kept asking him to tell 
you..."
Eveiything whirled together like a psychedelic crazy quilt. Solid objects 
lost their boundaries, but Julia glimpsed a black hole where she could escape. 
Before she slipped into the comforting void, she thought, at least I’m  better off 
than Valerie. My soul was sold for a night of passion, while hers went for a few 
ounces of plastique....
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ThE STAwbERRy S tatem en t :
No tes  of a C oUeqe R evolutionary
J am es S. K unen
InAprill968, riotseruptedonthecampusofColumbiaovertheUniversity’s 
building a new gymnasium at nearby Momingside Park. A group of 
protesters lead by Mark Rudd, head o f the Columbia chapter o f the 
Students fo r  a Democratic Society (SDS), wanted to block the construction 
because it deprived the Harlem community o f recreational space. The 
dissidents, including off-campus protesters and black leaders, also 
demanded that Columbia end its ties with the Institute o f  Defense 
Analysis (IDA) because o f an alleged connection with the Vietnam war. 
James S. Kunen, a student and writer, chronicled these events in The 
Strawberry Statement.
Columbia used to be called King’s College. They changed the 
name in 1784 because they wanted to be patriotic and Columbia means 
America. This w eek w e’ve been finding out what Am erica means.
Every m orning now when I wake up I have to run through the 
whole thing in m y mind. I have to do that because I wake up in a fam iliar 
place that isn ’t what it was. I wake up and I see blue coats and brass 
buttons all over the campus. (“Brass buttons, blue coat, can ’t catch a 
nanny goat” goes the Harlem  nursery rhyme.) I start to go o ff the campus 
but then rem em ber to turn and walk two blocks uptown to get to the only 
open gate. There I squeeze through the three-foot “out” opening in the 
police barricade, and I feel for my wallet to be sure I ’ve got the two IDs 
necessary to get back into m y college. I stare at the cops. They stare back 
and see a red armband and long hair and they perhaps tap their night 
sticks on the barricade. They’re looking at a radical leftist.
I w asn ’t always a radical leftist. Although not altogether straight, 
I’m  not a hair person either, and ten days ago I was writing letters to 
Kokomo, Indiana, for Senator McCarthy; m y principal association with 
the left w as that I rowed port on crew. But then I got involved in this 
movement and one thing led to another. I am not a leader, you 
understand. But leaders cannot seize and occupy buildings. It takes 
great numbers o f people to do that. I am one o f those great numbers. 
W hat follows is the chronicle o f a single revolutionary digit.
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Tuesday, April 23: Noon. A t the sundial are 500 people ready to follow 
Mark Rudd (whom they don’t particularly like because he always refers 
to President K irk as “that shithead”) into the Low Library administration 
building to demand severance from IDA, an end to gym  construction, 
and to defy Kirk’s recent edict prohibiting indoor demonstrations. There 
are around 100 counter-demonstrators. They are what Trustee Arthur 
Ochs Sulzberger’s newspapers refer to as “burly white youths” or 
“students o f considerable athletic attainment”—jocks. Various deans 
and other father surrogates separate the two factions. Low Library is 
locked. For lack o f a better place to go we head for the site o f the gym  in 
M om ingside Park, chanting “Gym Crow must go .” I do not chant 
because I don’t like chanting.
I have been noncommittal to vaguely against the gym, but now 
I see the site for the first time. There is excavation cutting across the 
whole park. It’s really ugly. And there’s a chain link fence around the 
hole. I don ’t like fences anyway so I am one o f the first to jum p on it and 
tear it down. Enter the New York Police Department. One o f them grabs 
the fence gate and tries to shut it. Some demonstrators grab him. I yell 
“Let that cop go,” partly because I feel sorry for the cop and partly 
because I know that the night sticks will start to flagellate on our heads, 
which they proceed to do. One of m y friends goes down and I pull him 
out. He’s on adrenaline now and tries to get back at the cops but I hold 
him, because I hit a cop at Whitehall and I wished I hadn’t very shortly 
thereafter. A fter the usual hassle, order is restored and the cops let Rudd 
mount a dirt pile to address us. A s soon as he starts to talk he is drowned 
out byjackham m ers but, at the request o f the police, they are turned off. 
Rudd suggest we go back to the sundial and j  oin with 300 demonstrators 
there, but we know that he couldn’t possibly know whether there are 300 
demonstrators there and we don’t want to leave. He persists and we 
defer.
Back at the sundial there is a large crowd. It’s clear w e’ve got 
something going. A n  offer comes from  Vice-President Trum an to talk 
w ith us in McMillin Theater but Rudd, after some indecision, refuses. It 
seems we have the initiative and Truman ju st wants to get us in some 
room and bullshit till we all go back to sleep. Someone suggests we go 
sit down for awhile in Hamilton, the m ain college classroom building, 
and we go there. Sitting down turns to sitting-in, although we do not 
block classes. Rudd asks, “Is this a demonstration?” “Yes!” we answer, 
all together. “Is it indoors?” “Yes!”
A n  immediate demand is the release o f one student arrested at 
the park, Mike Smith, who might as well be named John Everyman, 
because nobody knows him. To reciprocate for M ike’s detention. Dean 
Coleman is detained.
A t four o’clock, like Pavlov’s dog, I go to crew, assuring a long-hair 
at the door that I’ll be back. A t practice it is pointed out to m e that the
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crew does not have as m any W ASPs as it should have according to the 
population percentage o f W ASPs in  the nation, so don’t I think that crew  
should be shut down? I answer no, I don’t think crew should be shut 
down.
Back at school at eight I prepared to spend the night at Hamilton. 
My friend Rock is there. W e decide that we are absolutely bound to m eet 
some girls or at least boys since there are 300 o f them in the lobby. Every 
ten m inutes he yells to me, “Hey, did you make any friends yet?” I say 
no each time, and he says that he hasn ’t either, but he’s bound to soon.
I go upstairs to reconnoiter and there is none other than Peter 
Behr o f Linda LeClair fame chalking on the wall, “‘Up against the wall, 
motherfucker....’ from  a poem by LeRoi Jones.” I get some chalk and 
write “I am sorry about defacing the walls, but babies are being burned 
and m en are dying, and this University is at fault quite directly.” A lso 
I draw some SANE symbols and then at 2:30 A.M. go to sleep.
Wednesday, April 24: 5:30 A.M. Someone ju st won’t stop yelling that 
we’ve got to get up, that w e’re leaving, that the blacks occupying 
Hamilton with us have asked us to leave. I get up and leave. The colum n 
o f evicted whites shuffles over to Low Library. A  guy in front ram s a 
wooden sign through the security office side doors and about 200 o f us 
rush in. Another 150 hang around outside because the breaking glass 
was such a bad sound. They become the first “sundial people.” Inside 
we rush up to K irk ’s office and someone breaks the lock. I am  not at all 
enthusiastic about this and suggest that we ought to break up all the 
Ming Dynasty art that’s on display while we’re at it. A  kid turns on m e 
and says in a really ugly way that the exit is right over there. I reply that 
I am staying, but that I am not a sheep and he is.
Rudd calls us all together. He looks very strained. He elicits 
promises from the Spectator reporters in the crowd not to report what he 
is about to say. Then he says that the blacks told us to leave Hamilton 
because they do not feel that we are willing to make the sacrifices they 
are willing to make. He says that they have carbines and grenades and 
that they’re not leaving. I think that’s really amazing.
W e all go into Kirk’s office and divide into three groups, one in 
each room. W e expect the cops to come any moment. A fter an hour’s 
discussion m y room votes 29-16 to refuse to leave, to make the cops carry 
us out. The losing alternative is to escape through the windows and then 
go organize a strike. The feeling is that if we get busted, then there will 
be something to organize a strike about. The man chairing the 
discussion is standing on a small wooden table and I am very concerned 
lest he break it. We collect water in wastebaskets in case o f tear gas. 
Some o f it gets spilled and I spend m y time tiying to wipe it up. I don ’t 
want to leave somebody else’s office all messy.
We check to see what other rooms have decided. One room  is 
embroiled in a political discussion, and in the other everyone is busy 
playing with the office machines.
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A t about 8:30 A.M. we hear that the cops are coming. One 
hundred seventy-three people jum p out the window. (I don’t jum p 
because I ’ve been reading Lord Jim.) That leaves twenty-seven o f us 
sitting on  the floor, waiting to be arrested. In stroll an inspector and two 
cops. W e link arms and grit our teeth. A fter about five m inutes o f gritting 
our teeth it dawns on us that the cops aren’t doing anything. W e relax 
a little and they tell us they have neither the desire nor the orders to 
arrest us. In answer to a question they say they haven’t got MACE either.
In  through the window like Batman climbs Professor Orest 
Ranum, liberal, his academic robes billowing in the wind. We laugh at 
his appearance. He tells us that our action w ill precipitate a massive 
right-wing reaction in the faculty. He confides that the faculty had been 
nudging K irk toward resignation, but now we’ve blown everything: the 
faculty w ill flock to support the President. W e’ll all be arrested, he says, 
and w e’ll all be expelled. He urges us to leave. We say no. One o f us 
points out that Sorel said only violent action changes things. Ranum 
says that Sorel is dead. He gets on the phone to Trum an and offers us 
trial by a tripartite committee i f  we’ll leave. We discuss it and vote no. 
Enter M ark Rudd, through the window. He says that twenty-seven 
people can ’t exert any pressure, and the best thing we could do would 
be to leave and jo in  a big sit-in in front o f Hamilton. We say no, we’re not 
leaving until our demands on the gym , IDA and amnesty for demonstrators 
are met. Rudd goes out and comes back and asks us to leave again, and 
we say no again. He leaves to get reinforcements.. Ranum leaves. 
Someone comes in to take pictures. We all cover our faces with different 
photographs o f Grayson Kirk.
It ’s raining out, and the people who are climbing back in are 
marked b y  their wetness. Offered a towel by one o f the new people, a girl 
pointedly says, “No, thank you, I haven’t been out.” Rationally, we 
twenty-seven are glad that there are now 150 people in  the office, but 
emotionally we resent them. As people dry out, the old and new become 
less easily differentiable, and I am trying for a field promotion in the 
movement so that I w ill not fade into the masses who jum ped and might 
jum p again.
The phone continues to ring and we inform the callers that we are 
sorry, but Dr. Kirk will not be in today because Columbia is under new 
management. A fter noon, all the phones are cut o ffby the administration.
A t 3:45 I smoke my first cigarette in four months and wonder if 
Lenin smoked. I don’t go to crew. I grab a typewriter and, though 
preoccupied by its electricness, manage to write:
T h e  tim e h as  com e to  pass the tim e.
I am  n ot h av in g  good  tim es here. I d o  n o t k n o w  m an y  
p eop le  w h o  are  here, an d  I h ave  d ou b ts  abou t w h y  th ey  a re  here.
W orse , I h ave  d ou b ts  ab ou t w h y  I am  here. (Note th e freq u en cy  
o f  th e w ord  here. T h e  p lace  I am  is  th e sa lien t ch a rac te r is tic  o f  
m y  s itua tion .) It ’s p oss ib le  th a t I ’m  h ere  to  be  coo l o r  to  m eet
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p eop le  o r  to  m e e t g ir ls  (as d is t in c t from  p eop le ) o r  to  g e t  o u t  o f  
c rew  o r  to  be a rres ted . O f  cou rse  the p o s s ib ility  e x is ts  th a t I am  
h ere  to  p rec ip ita te  som e  ch an ge  in  the U n ivers ity . I am  w illin g  
to  a ccep t the la tte r  as  true, o r, ra th er, I a m  w illin g , e ven  an x iou s , 
n o t to th in k  a b o u t it a n y  m ore . I f  y o u  th in k  too  m u ch  on  the 
secon d  t ie r  (th in k  a b o u t w h y  yo u  a re  th in k in g  w h a t yo u  th ink ) 
y o u  can  be  para lyzed .
I rea lly  m ade  th e  c on flic t in g -im p era tiv e  scen e  today. I 
h ave  n e v e r  le t d ow n  the c rew  befo re , I th in k . L e t d ow n  seven  
gu ys. I am  on e-e igh th  o f  th e  crew . I am  o n e-fift ie th  o f  th is  
d em on s tra tion . A n d  I a m  n o t even  su re  th a t th is  d em on s tra tion  
is righ t. B u t I m u ltip lied  th ese  figu res  b y  a n  ab so lu te  im p o rta n ce  
con stan t. I h a te  to  h a m p er  the h ob b y  o f  m y  fr ien d s  (and m aybe  
screw , prob a b ly  screw , m y  ow n  fu tu re  in  it), I am  so rry  a b o u t 
that, b u t d ea th  is b e in g  d on e  b y  th is  U n iv e rs ity  an d  1 w ou ld  
ra th e r  figh t it th an  ro w  a  boa t.
B u t th en  I m ay, th ey  say, be ca u s in g  a  r igh t-w in g  
rea c tio n  an d  h u rt in g  the cause. C e r ta in ly  it isn ’t con sc ion ab le  
to  h o ld  D ean  C o lem an  cap tive . B u t a tten tio n  is b e in g  go tten .
S tep s  w ill b e  taken  in on e  d irec tion  o r  an o th er. T h e  polls  w ill 
flu c tu a te  a n d  th e  m a rk e t qu iver. O u r  b e in g  h ere  is the cau se  o f  
an  e ffec t. W e ’re try in g  to  m ake  it good ; I d o n ’t k n ow  w h a t e lse  to 
s a y  o r  do. T h a t  is, I h ave  no fu rth e r  s ta tem en t to  m ak e  a t th is  
tim e, g en tlem en .
The news comes in that Avery Hall, the architecture school, has 
been liberated. W e m ark it as such on Grayson’s map. A t about 8 P.M. 
we break back into Kirk’s inner office, which had been relocked by 
security when we gathered into one room when the cops came in the 
morning. The $450,000 Rembrandt and the TV  have gone with the cops.
W e explore. The tem ptation to loot is  tremendous, m iddle-class 
m orality not withstanding, but there is no looting. I am particularly 
attracted by a framed diploma from Am erican Airlines declaring Grayson 
Kirk a V.I.P., but I restrict m yself to a few Grayson Kirk introduction 
cards. Someone finds a book on masochism behind a book on government. 
Someone else finds what he claim s is Grayson’s draft card and 
preparations are made to m ail it back to the Selective service. On his 
desk is an Am erican A r lin es  jigsaw  puzzle which has apparently been 
much played with.
W e have a m eeting to discuss politics and defense, but I sit at the 
door as a guard. A  cam pus guard appears and, before I can do anything, 
surprises me by saying, “A s long as you think you ’re right, fuck ’em .” He 
hopes something good for him  m ight come out o f the whole thing. He 
m akes eighty-six dollars a week after twenty years at the job.
I go down to the basem ent o f Low, where the New York City Police 
have set up shop. There are approximately forty o f them; there is 
precisely one o f me. I ask one for the score o f the Red Sox game. Heseem s 
stunned that a hippie faggot could be interested in such things, but he 
looks it up for me. Rained out.
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I use the pay-phone to call a girl at Sarah Lawrence. I tell her how 
isolated I feel and how lonely I am and hungry and tired and she says oh.
I explain that I’ll be busted any m inute and she says she knows that.
I return upstairs. One o f these people who knows how to do 
things has reconnected a phone, but he needs someone to hold the two 
w ires together while he talks. I do it. I’ll do anything to feel like I’m  doing 
something.
Thursday, April 25: 1 get up and shave w ith Grayson K irk’s razor, use his 
toothpaste, splash on his after shave, grooving on it all. I need something 
m orale-building like this, because m y revolutionary fervor takes about 
ha lf an hour longer than the rest o f m e to wake up.
Someone asks if anyone knows how to fix  a Xerox 3000, and I say 
yes, lying through m y teeth. Another m an and I proceed to take it apart 
and put it back together. To test it I draw a pierced heart with “Mother” 
in the m iddle and feed it to the machine. The machine gives back three 
o f the same. Much rejoicing. Now we can get to work on Kirk’s files. My 
favorite documents are a gym letter which ends with the sentence “Bring 
on the bull-dozers!” and a note to a Columbia representative to the land 
negotiations telling him  to be carefu l not to m ention  to Parks 
Commissioner Hoving that the date for digging has been moved up. (“We 
don’t want him to know that we decided on this over a year ago,” the note 
explains.)
Since a bust does not seem imminent, I climb out the w indow and 
go to crew at four. I talk to the coach and we agree that I w ill sleep in Low 
but w ill show up for the bus to Cambridge the next m orning i f  I’m  not in 
jail.
W hen I get back from  crew I have to run a police cordon and leap 
for the second-story ledge. A  cop, m uch to m y surprise, bothers to grab 
me and tries to pull me down, but some people inside grab me and pull 
me up.
A  m eeting is going on discussing defense. J.J. wants to pile art 
treasures on the w indows so the cops w ill have to break them  to get in. 
I’m  for that. But he also wants to take poles and push cops o ff the ledge. 
W hen this is criticized he tries to m ake it clear that it w ill be done in a 
nonviolent way. A  friend whispers to m e that J.J. is SDS’s answer to the 
jock. A  guy in a red crash helmet begins to say that maybe we won’t fight 
because w e’re not as manly as the blacks, but it is well known that he 
is loony as hell and he is shouted down in a rare violation o f the 
democratic process. A fter two hours’ debate it is decided to man the 
barricades until they start to fall, then gather in groups with locked arms 
and resist passively. A  motion to take o ff all our clothes when the police 
arrive is passed, with most girls abstaining.
I get back to the Xerox and copy seventy-three documents, 
including clippings from  The New York Times. I hear over the radio that 
Charles 37X Kenyatta and the Mau Maus are on campus. Th is does not 
surprise me.
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J.J. is recruiting volunteers to liberate another building. He had 
thirty, m ale and female, and at 2 A .M . he’s ready to move. I go out on 
the ledge to check for cops. There are only three, so we climb down and 
sprint to M athem atics Hall. There we are jo ined  by twenty radicals who 
could no longer stand the Establishment-liberal atmosphere o f the 
previously liberated Fayerweather Hall. W e get inside and im m ediately 
pile up about 2000 pounds o f furniture at the front door. Only then do 
we discover two housekeepers still in the building. They are quite scared 
but only say “W hy didn’t you tell us you were com ing?” and laugh. W e 
help them out a w indow  and along a ledge with the aid o f the j  ust-arrived- 
press m ovie lights.
W e hold the standard two-hour m eeting to decide how to deal 
with the cops, whom  we understand to be on their way. The m eeting is 
chaired by Tom  Hayden, who is an Outside Agitator. Reverend Starr, the 
Protestant counselor, tells us the best positions for firehoses and so on. 
Dean A lexander B. Platt is allowed in  through the window. He looks 
com pletely dead. W e consider capturing him, but no one has the energy, 
so we let h im  go after thanking him  for coming. Professor A llen W estin, 
liberal, com es in  and offers us a tripartite committee which he has no 
authority to constitute and which w e don’t want. He is thanked and 
escorted to the window.
A t 6 A.M. I go to sleep.
Friday, April 26: I wake up at 8:55 and run to the crew bus and leave for 
MIT. From Cam bridge I call m y home in  Marlboro. My m other asks me, 
“Are you on the side o f the law-breakers in this thing?” For ten m inutes 
we exchange m other talk and revolutionary rhetoric. She points out that 
neither Gandhi nor Thoreau would have asked for amnesty. I admit I 
haven’t read them. But Gandhi had no Gandhi to read and Thoreau 
hadn’t read Thoreau. They had to reach their own conclusions and so 
w ill I.
Monday, April 29: The Majority Coalition (read: jocks) have cordoned off 
Low and are trying to starve the demonstrators out. W e decide to break 
the blockade. W e plan tactics on a blackboard and go, shaking hands 
with those staying behind as though w e m ight not be back. There are 
thirty o f us w ith three cartons o f food. W e march around Low, m aking 
our presence known. Spontaneously, and at the wrong tactical place, 
the blacks in  front jum p into the jock  line. I go charging through the gap 
with my box o f grapefruit and quickly becom e upon the ground or, more 
accurately, on top o f two layers o f people and beneath two. I m anage to 
throw three grapefruit, two o f which m ake it. Then I become back where 
I started. Som e blood is visible on both sides. Back at Math, some o f our 
people say that the jocks  they were fighting had handcuffs on their belts. 
Band-Aided noses abound and are a m ark o f distinction. W e discuss 
alternative plans for feeding Low and someone suggests blockading the
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j  ocks—  “I f  they run out o f beer they’re through. ” In the m eantim e, we can 
see hundreds o f green armbands (for amnesty) throwing food up to the 
Low windows. W e decide on a rope-and-pulley system between a tree 
and the Low window, but there is some question about how to get the line 
up to the people in Low without the jocks grabbing it. W hen one kid 
suggests tying an end to a broom handle and throwing it like a harpoon, 
John (Outside Agitator) suggests we train a bird. A  helicopter has 
already been looked into by Strike Central, but the FAA w on ’t allow it. 
Finally we agree on shooting in a leader line with a bow and arrow.
A  girl and m yself are dispatched to get a bow. W e go to the roof 
o f the Barnard Library where the phys. ed. archery range is. W e are in 
the m idst o f discovering how incredibly locked the cabinet is when a 
guard comes out on the roof. Wecrouch. He walks right past us. Itwould 
be ju st like TV  were I not so preoccupied with it being ju st like TV. After 
ten m inutes he finds us. The girl laughs coyly and alleges that, oh, we 
j ust came up to spend the night. I am rather taken with the idea, but the 
guard is unmoved and demands our IDs. This is our first bust.
O u r  second bust, the real one, begins to take shape at 2:30 A.M. 
W e hear over WBAI that there are busloads o fTPF  (Tactical Police Force, 
Gestapo) at 156th and at 125th and that patrol cars are arriving from  all 
precincts with four helmeted cops per auto. I am unimpressed. So many 
times now w e’ve been going to be busted. It ju st doesn’t touch me 
anymore. I assume that the cops are there to keep the Mau Maus out.
A  girl comes up to me with some paper towels. Take these, she 
says, so you can w ipe the vaseline (slows tear-gas penetration) o ff your 
face when you ’re in ja il. I haven’t got vaseline on m y face. I am thinking 
that vaseline is a big petroleum interest, probably m akes napalm, and 
anyway it’s too greasy. I hear over the walkie-talkie that Hamilton has 
been busted and that the sundial people are moving to Lowe and 
Fayerweatherto obstruct the police. I put vaseline on m y face. Ia lsopu t 
vaseline on m y hands and arms and legs above the socks and a cigarette 
filter in each nostril and carefully refold my plastic bag gas m ask so I’ll 
be able to put it on quickly with the holes at the back o f m y head so my 
hair w ill absorb the gas and I ’ll be able to breathe long enough to cool the 
canister with a CO2 fire extinguisher and pick it up with m y asbestos 
gloves and throw it back at the cops. Someone tells me that he can ’t get 
busted or he’ll m iss his shrink again.
I take m y place with seven others at the front barricade. A ll along 
the stairs our people are lined up, ready to hole up in the m any lockable- 
from-within rooms on the three floors above me. We sing “We Shall Not 
Be Moved" and realize that something is ending. The cops arrive. The 
officer bullhorns us: “On behalf of the Trustees o f Columbia University 
and with the authority vested in m e....” That’s as far as he is able to get, 
as we answer his question and all others with our commune motto—  “Up 
against the wall, motherfuckers.” W e can’t hold the barricade because 
the doors open out and the cops simply pull the stu ff out. They have to
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cut through ropes and hoses and it takes them fifteen m inutes before 
they can come through. A ll the while they’re not more than thirty feet 
from  me, but all I can do is watch their green-helmeted heads working. 
I shine a light in their eyes but Tom  tells me not to and he’s head o f the 
defense comm ittee so I stop.
A t 4:00 A.M. the cops come in. The eight o f us sit down on the 
stairs which w e’ve made slippery with green soap and water) and lock 
arms. The big cop says “Don’t make it hard for us or you ’re gonna get 
hurt.” W e do not move. W e want to make it clear that the police have 
to step over more than chairs to get our people out. They pull us apart 
and carry us out, stacking us like cord wood under a tree. The press is 
here so we are not beaten. As I set under the tree I can see kids looking 
down at us from  every w indow in the building. W e exchange the “V ” sign. 
The police w ill have to ax every door to get them out o f those offices. They 
do. Tom  Hayden is out now. He yells “Keep the radio on! Peking will 
instruct you !” W hen they have sixty o f us out they take us to the paddy 
wagons m id-campus. I want to make them carry us, but the consensus 
is that it’s a long, dark walk and w e’ll be killed if we don’t cooperate, so 
I walk. A t the paddy wagons there are at least a thousand people 
cheering us and chanting “Strike! Strike! Strike!” W e are loaded in a 
wagon and the doors shut. John tells a story about how a cop grabbed 
the cop that grabbed him and then said, “Excuse m e.” W e all laugh 
raucously to show an indomitable spirit and freak out the cops outside.
W e are taken to the 24th precinct to be booked. “Up against the 
wall,” we are told. I can ’t get over how they really do use the term. We 
turn and lean on the wall w ith our hands high, because that’s what w e’ve 
seen in the movies. W e are told to can that shit and sit down. Booking 
takes two hours. Lieutenant Dave Bender is the plainclothesman in 
charge. He seem s sternly unhappy that college turns out people like us. 
He asks John if  he thinks he could be a policeman and John says no; he 
doesn’t think he’s cut out for it.
W e are allowed three calls each. A  fat officer makes them for us 
and he is a really funny and good man. He is only m ildly displeased when 
he is duped into calling Dial-a-Demonstration. He expresses interest in 
m eeting a girl named Janice when three o f us give him  her number, one 
as his sister, one as his girl friend, and one as his ex-wife.
W e go downstairs to await transportation to court. A  TPF  man 
com es in escorting Angus Davis, who was on the sixth floor o f Math and 
refused to walk down. He has been dragged down four flights o f marble 
stairs and kicked and clubbed all the way. A  two-inch square patch of 
his hair has been pulled out. Ben, Outside Agitator, yells, “You ’re pretty 
b r a v e  w h e n  y o u ’v e  got that c lu b . ” T h e  o f f i c e r  c o m e s  o v e r  a n d  d a r e s  h im  
to say that again. He says it again. The cop kicks for Ben’s groin, but 
Ben knows karate and blocks it. John says to the cop, “Thank you, you 
have ju st proved Ben’s point.” This is sufficiently subtle not to further 
arouse the cop, and he leaves. A  caged bus takes us all the way
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downtown to the tombs (the courthouse). The kid beside me keeps 
asking what bridge is this and what building is that. Finally he 
recognizes something and declares that we are going to pass his 
grandmother’s house. I am busy trying to work a cigarette butt through 
the window grate so that I can litter from a police bus. Arriving, we drive 
right into the building; a garage door clamps down behind us.
Our combs and keys are confiscated so that we w on ’t be able to 
commit suicide. In the elevator to the cells a white cop tells us we look 
like a fine bunch o f men—we ought to be put on the front lines in 
Vietnam. Someone says that Vietnam is here, now. As we get out I look 
at the black cop running the elevator for some sort o f reaction. He says, 
“Keep the faith.”
He said, “Keep the faith,” I say, and everyone is pleased. We walk 
by five empty cells and then are jam m ed into one, thirty-four o f us in a 
12x15 room. W e haven’t slept in twenty-four hours and there isn ’t even 
space for all o f us to sit down at one time.
Some o f our cellmates are from Avery. They tell us how they were 
handcuffed and dragged downstairs on their stomachs. Their shirts are 
bloody.
A fter a couple o f hours we start to perk up. W e bang and shout 
until a guard comes, and then tell him that the door seems to be stuck. 
Someone screams “A ll right, all right, I’ll talk.” It is pointed out that you 
don’t need tickets to get to policemen’s balls. We sing folk songs and “The 
Star-Spangled Banner.” They allowed one o f us to bring in a recorder and 
he plays Israeli folk music.
A  court officer comes and calls a name. “He left,” we say. Finally, 
he finds the right list.
We are arraigned before a judge. The Outsiders are afraid they 
w ill be held for bail, but they are released on their own recognizance, like 
the rest o f us, except they have some form o f loitering charge tacked on 
to the standard second-degree criminal trespassing.
Back at school I eat in a restaurant full o f police. A s  audibly as 
possible I compose a poem entitled “Ode to theTPF.” It extolls the beauty 
o f rich wood billies, the sheen o f handcuffs, the feel o f a boot on your face.
Meeting a cellmate, I extend my hand to him and he slaps it. I 
have to remember that— handslaps, not shakes, in the Revolution.
ThE FiRST Few F rIencJs
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College is still strange— and it keeps getting stranger. More and 
more meetings. Rallies. Calls for action. It’s hard to study. V ietnam  is 
on everyone’s lips. Lists o f the dead or m issing appear daily. O f the 
Am erican dead, that is. How many Vietnam ese men, wom en and 
children have been killed is anybody’s guess. Actually, there are reports 
that the lists o f Am erican casualties have been doctored too. Someone 
drew a picture o f the Vietcong choking an Uncle Sam-dressed pig on the 
side o f the Social Science building. People booed when the painters came 
and whitewashed it. Floyd says all black m en should be exempt from 
m ilitary service because they should not be forced to fight and kill other 
Third W orld people who are being victim ized by the white racist 
governm ent o f America. I asked why not exempt all people from  the draft?
He smiled and said I was getting the right idea. Oh, Floyd. Now 
there’s another problem. I don ’t understand our relationship at all. It’s 
so... prickly. There are times when he’s, I don’t know, nice. Like the time 
two weeks ago.
There was another rally. I stopped to listen because Floyd was 
one o f the speakers scheduled to talk about the need for a B lack Studies 
program.
“The Black Panther Party put it concisely in their platform  and 
program : ‘W e believe in an educational system  that w ill give to our people 
a knowledge o f self. I f  a m an does not have knowledge o f h im self and his 
position in society and the world, then he has little chance to relate to 
anything else.' In the City University o f New York, there are over 16,000 
Black students. In  the City University o f New York, there is not one Black 
H istory course. Not one B lack Literature course. Not one B lack Music 
course. W e B lack students ask whose history we are studying? Whose 
literature? W hose music? How are we to gain  a knowledge o f our people, 
ourselves, when the Shitty University o f New York w ill not teach us?” 
Floyd w as saying.
“Right on !”
“Power to the People!”
“You tell it, brother!”
People shouted and applauded.
I stayed until the end o f his speech and when he finished I 
cheered along with everyone else.
Then, I went to the amphitheater. It was kind o f cold, but I fell 
like sitting outside anyway— soon it would be too cold to sit out at all. I
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wanted to think about Floyd’s speech. The things he’d said sounded 
right—most o f what he says to m e sounds right, once he explains it. I 
thought about all the English courses I’d taken and how we read few—  
if  any—works by black writers. But there are other things Floyd said that 
are not so clear to me. Like will a Black Studies program educate white 
students, make them aware? And will black students study other 
history and literature and music beside their own?
Too bad the Crew doesn’t want to talk about this stuff. Damn, 
I got so confused and weary thinking that after a bit I gave up and started 
to read a copy o f John Donne’s poems Gwyn had sent me— along w ith a 
lovely letter telling me how much he missed me and how Margaret was 
looking forward to meeting me. Margaret, by the way, turns out to be a 
fellow student who might also be coming to Colorado. Seems Gwyn 
spends a fair amount o f time with her because they have the same major. 
I guess he’s told her a lot about me, which is good in case she has any 
romantic inclinations. Anyway, there I was reading divine Donne when 
Floyd appeared.
“I thought I’d find you here.” He smiled. “Saw you out there. 
W hat’d you think?”
“You’re a good speaker.”
“Thanks. That all you got to say?”
“Oh Floyd. I can’t talk about it right now. My head’s all muddled. 
I need time to think.”
“I can dig it.” He picked up the book I ’d laid aside and flipped it 
open. “To teach thee I am naked first, why than/ W hat needst thou have 
more covering than a man.”
“Not that one,” I rapped out, involuntarily, and then turned red.
He grinned. “What’s the matter? Too risque?"
“No... it’s just... my boyfriend used to read that to me.”
He stopped grinning. “Your boyfriend? Where’s he when he’s  at
home.”
“England.”
“Shee-it. No wonder you ’re so hung up on that place.”
“Don’t. Please,” I warned.
He smiled again. “Okay, mama, I won’t. I’m  feeling too good to 
fight. That was a good speech I gave if I do say so myself.” A fter a quiet 
minute, he reached out and pulled a withered leaf from m y hair. “W hat 
do you want out o f life, Nina girl?” he asked softly.
I knew the answer. Gwyn. I want Gwyn. And I want to be with 
m y friends. But somehow I couldn’t say that. I couldn’t say anything, 
so I ju st shrugged. “I’m  not sure. Do you know what you want?” I finally 
asked.
“Freedom. Power. Pride. Love. I want to live in a place where 
I— and my people— don’t have to worry about getting shot in the back  by 
some cop or being beaten to death in some cell or starving in some rat- 
infested dump. I want to teach m y brothers and sisters about ourselves.
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I want us— and all oppressed people— to have freedom  and food too. And 
I want to make music because we always need m usic.”
Then  I felt ashamed o f m yself and m y paltry wishes. And 
suddenly 1 felt like bursting into tears. I bit m y lip.
“W hat is it?” he asked.
“Nothing. I... admire you.”
“Don’t admire me. That’s like m aking me some kind o f thing. I 
m ay be a little exotic— provocative— to you because I’m  B lack and I talk 
politics. But I’m  still ju st another human, that’s all. And I have been 
known in the past to piss, to get drunk occasionally and even to cheat 
on exam s.”
I laughed, then shivered. It was cold out there and an icy wind 
had suddenly sprung up, m aking it even colder.
“Whew, time to split before they find us frozen in place like vanilla 
and chocolate popsicles."
“Ugh!” I said.
“Yeah, that was pretty bad. Vamanos! ”
A fter that we sat in the Union and talked some more and I felt 
pretty comfortable with him, as though maybe our relationship was 
improving.
But that’s not how I felt the last time I saw him— about a week
ago.
I had asked Billy i f  I could watch one o f his dance classes. Billy 
and I have gotten to be pretty good friends. W e m et a lot at QC sometimes 
for lunch, sometim es to dance in the Union, sometimes to see some film 
being shown or some play or concert being performed during an 
afternoon. It’s all been light and casual and undemanding, with a 
friendly platonic physicality I’ve never had with a guy before. But I 
haven’t bothered to tell Dorrie about our relationship because as she and 
Billy still haven ’t gotten it together, I thought she’d misunderstand. 
Anyway, now Billy has dropped out to take dance classes at the Joffrej'. 
I really m iss our m eetings and excursions at Queens, so that’s why I 
asked i f  I could attend one o f his classes. He said, “Sure. Come to a 
class.” So I did. And it was fascinating.
H is teacher, a thin, elegant woman one would hesitate to call so 
vu lgar a phrase as middle-aged, in black leotards and pink tights, 
surveyed the class with a practiced eye, correcting and complimenting 
and forcing the students to push past what they once thought were their 
limits.
“Rita, turn out your left foot. Gillian— bend the arms. Billy, 
straighten your leg.”
B illy’s leg already looked pretty straight to me, bu t he strained his 
ham strings a bit m ore to achieve that perfect line.
I found the whole thing paradoxically awesome and human. 
Awesom e because o f those gorgeous, strong bodies and their sublime 
grace. Hum an because o f their prodigious sweat and their tired faces.
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“God, that w as wonderful,” I said to Billy w hen he plunked down 
beside m e and massaged his left foot.
"I’ve got to work on that arabesque. It’s still not right.”
“Can I help?” I asked.
“My arabesque?”
“No, your toe. Here, I’ll rub it,” I said, gently kneading the 
knuckle.
“Oooh, that feels good. You ’re a b om  toe rubber.”
“Thank God! I ’ve found m y station in life.... There. Better?” 
“Yep.” He shook his foot, then stretched his legs straight up in
the air.
I watched in admiration. “Boy, you have terrific legs,” I said. 
“W hy thank you , M iss Ritter. No one’s ever complimented me on 
m y legs before," he said, lowering them to the floor.
“No? W ell the rest o f you ain’t bad either,” I said, patting his flat, 
hard stomach.
“You ’re pretty good yourself.” He conspicuously ran his eyes over 
m y body.
“Nah, m y hips are too big.”
“I like big hips. They’re womanly. Those skinny things in my 
class don’t turn me on at all. Give m e fl esh!” he growled and, in one 
motion, pushed me down, flipped him self over on me and nuzzled m y 
neck.
“Get off, you loony.” I feebly smacked his bum.
He sighed and rolled off. “Oh Nina, you ’re so cruel.”
“And you ’re so sweaty,” I said, scrambling to my feet.
“Do I sm ell?” He sniffed his armpit. “Ugh. I’m  going to change. 
You want to go someplace?”
“Yes, the Eighth Street Bookstore. Okay?”
“Sure. I’ll be back in a few  minutes. W ait for me downstairs.” 
On the way to Eighth Street we talked about how he had wanted 
to be a dancer since he was eight and how he didn’t want to tell anyone 
because they’d call him  a fruit.
“But you are a fruit,” I said. “You ’re completely bananas.”
“So are you— so I guess we’re a quite a pear. Thank you. Thank 
you.” He applauds him self and bows.
“Blah! W e’ve been around Aviva too long.”
“Aviva. She’s a real trip. One o f a kind. But you know, I wouldn ’t 
trust her w ith any personal confidence.”
I was puzzled. “What do you m ean? You think she’d tell 
everybody or something?”
“No, it’s not that. But I get the feeling that she’d store it and use 
it against me som ehow.”
“Billy, what a strange thing to say. I thought you liked her.” 
“Id o . But... I... don’t trust her.”
“Well, I do. She m ay be freaky and self-centered and demanding 
and sometimes she annoys the hell out o f me, but I trust her.”
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He shrugs. “Maybe I’m  ju st paranoid.”
“Maybe,” I said. But his rem ark left me thinking. Aviva had done 
some thoughtless things. She was fully capable o f the stinging retort or 
the supercilious put-down— like the time she read a poem o f m ine and 
pronounced it worthy o f a Hallm ark greeting card— or even o f the 
unwitting insult, such as when she admired my parents’ antique sewing 
table and proclaimed, “That’s wonderful— the first really nice piece o f 
furniture I’ve seen in  your house!” But untrustworthy? No, I don ’t th ink 
so.
In the bookstore, I left Billy at the perform ing arts books and 
headed upstairs for the poetry section. I was thum bing through a book 
o f Chinese poetry looking for a poem G w ynhad sent me in his last letter 
when I heard a fam iliar voice com ing from  somewhere else on the floor.
“Man, A m ie, that cat can blow! I’d love to jam  with him .”
“Yeah. I know w hatyou  m ean!” came a second, unfam iliar voice.
Book in hand, I wandered to another aisle and saw Floyd talking 
to a short man, whose open jacket revealed a dashiki a lot like the one 
I own.
The guy saw me sm iling and tapped Floyd. “Hey man, I th ink 
someone knows you .”
Floyd turned his head, saw me and gave me a dazzling smile. 
“Hey girl, how you doing?”
“Fine. And you?”
“Good. Oh, this is m y m an Arnie— the finest flutist in New York. 
Next tom e, o f course. A m ie , this is Nina, fellow student and intellectual.”
Arnie and I laughed and shook our heads. “Th is cat’s too m uch,” 
Arn ie said and shook m y hand.
“So, what you up to?” Floyd asked.
I showed him  the book.
‘T h is  wom an’s always reading poetry,” he said.
“W hat’s wrong with that?” I bridled.
He didn ’t answer, ju st smiled.
“Yo, Floyd. I gotta split. See you later," A m ie  said.
“Okay, m an.” They slapped five and A m ie  left.
“We ju st jam m ed together,” Floyd explained. “Nearby. So I 
decided to come here and buy some m agazines and stuff.”
“Find what you were looking for?”
“Not yet... Hey, listen. I thought I saw a notice outside for a 
reading by a couple o fB lack  poets at NYU tonight. You interested? Ifyou  
are, I guess I could be persuaded to attend,” he said.
“It sounds good, but I’ve got work to do.”
“Nina dearest, time to...” Billy stopped short. “Oh, I didn’t see
you."
“Billy, this is Floyd. He also goes to Queens.”
“I think I’ve seen you around. You ’re involved in politics, right?” 
B illy said.
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“Yeah,” Floyd said curtly. Then to me, “This your work?”
I thought he was kidding, so I laughed.
“Well, I don’t want to muscle in on your time. ‘Specially since you 
such a busy chick. A ll them poems to read.” He practically spat out the 
word and then hurried down the stairs.
Billy’s nostrils flared. “Whoo, what was all that about?”
“I honestly don’t know,” I said. “That man can be very difficult.” 
“Oh yeah? W hat’s his problem?”
“I don’t know. A  lot o f passion, I think.”
“For you?” Billy asked quickly.
“Oh.no. His is a political sort. He’s very bright, charismatic even, 
I think.”
Billy scowled at the staircase. “He seemed goddamn rude to m e.” 
“Yeah. Well... Look, I better get home and work on my paper. You 
ready to leave?”
“Yeah,” Billy answered.
So I paid for my book and we took the subway back to Queens, 
reading Chinese poetry and talking about ballet. But I kept wondering 
about Floyd and why he acts the w ay he does and thinking that Billy w as 
definitely not the right person to talk to about him. I wonder i f  I ’ll ever 
figure him out.
*  *  *
I tried reaching Billy tonight, but he wasn’t home. But Floyd
called.
“Nina, I guess I got to apologize to you again.”
“I guess you do,” I said coolly.
“I don’t know what else to say,” he said.
There was a silence and then I lost my cool and said angrily, 
“Trying to correct my politics is one thing, but trying to correct m y love 
life is something else.”
“You ’re right,” he said quietly. “Your love life is none o f my 
business.”
A fter another silence, he said, “But you mean, you don’t m ind my 
trying to correct your politics?”
I couldn’t help it— I laughed. “I guess I’m  getting used to that.”
“Don’t get too used to it— then you ’ll stop asking questions and 
thinking for yourself. Hey listen, why I called besides to apologize, that 
blues we wrote— I’ve worked out an agreement between us and I’d like 
you to read it. Can I bring it over?”
“To my house?”
“Yeah, something wrong with that? Your parents gonna call by 
‘boy’ and whup your behind or something?”
“No,” I said curtly. “But I think it would be better i f  we met 
somewhere... uh... neutral. A t a  restaurant for lunch or something. I
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mean, w e’re talking about signing a contract, so I think we should be, uh, 
businesslike about it."
“Oh yeah. Businesslike,” Floyd answered sardonically.
Here we go again, I thought. “Oh, forget it,” I said, disgusted.
“No. You want to be businesslike, so let’s be businesslike. Lunch 
tomorrow, one o ’clock. I’ll write it in m y appointment book.”
“Floyd...”
“You pick the place."
“Oh, I don’t know. G ino’s,” I said, lighting in exasperation on a 
fam iliar hangout from  m y pre-England days.
“Gino’s. Right. See you then.” He hung up.
“Oooh!” I howled at the phone. “He m akes me so m ad!”
“Maybe he digs you, ” Pat had said.
Digs me, m y ass! He’s out to drive me crazy! Yelling and 
apologizing and m ocking and apologizing. Telling me what to do, how to 
think. Accusing m y parents... Then I stopped myself. No, Nina, he didn’t 
accuse your parents. He accused you. No, he didn’t even do that. He 
gotyournum ber. And got it right. Itw astrue. I didn’t want Floyd to come 
over because I d idn ’t want to deal with m y parents’ questions about him. 
W hy ask for trouble? as dad always says. But Floyd’sjust a friend, I could 
have told them—ju st like Cassie, another Black friend I once brought 
home. A  friend is a friend. A n  easy, neat explanation. But the fact is 
I’m  really confused about m y feelings for Floyd— and each lim e I see him 
I get more confused. He’s so bright, sharp, sarcastic. Sometimes he 
m akes me so nervous. Because he’s sarcastic? Because he’s Black? 
Because he’s a m an? Or because he’s attractive. Because he attracts 
me. Hell, attracts m e? Adm it it, Nina, big. Black, handsome Floyd turns 
you on. And I realize if I invited him here I’m  afraid m y parents would 
read it in huge letters on m y chest: FLOYD TURNS NINA ON.
I wonder if Floyd can see it too and that’s why he picks on me. 
A fter all, he doesn’t pick on Aviva and she always sasses him  like crazy. 
Ah shit, bad enough to have the hots for another man, but a B lack 
m ilitant m an yet. Oh Nina, are you ever asking for trouble. Maybe I 
ought to stay away from  him  completely.
But the thing is even though it— my attraction— and he, Floyd, 
made me nervous, I really like him, too, as a friend and, well, as a teacher. 
I can learn a lot from  him. I already have. I guess what I’m  worried about 
are some other things I m ight learn.
Oh Gwyn, you better get here quick. You ju st better.
* * *
The last strains o f “Let the Sunshine In" are dying away. Dorrie 
is w iping her eyes. Nancy is humming to herself. Aviva is toking away. 
Billy is drumming his fingers on the arm o f his seat (I still haven ’t had 
the chance to talk with him  alone. He had left town and ju st returned 
today.) And Floyd is cursing.
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“Shit,” he mutters, “Damn stupid bourgeois m instrel show!” 
Nancy stops humming. “W hat’s eating him?” she asks.
“I’ll tell you what’s eating him ,” Floyd snaps. “Pretty little white 
folk and pretty little B lack folk all dancing together in natural rhythm. 
No cares, no woes. No hunger, no unemployment, no reality! Shit!” 
“It’s a musical, Floyd,” Aviva says. “Not a treatise.”
“W hat’s that supposed to m ean? That because it’s some half­
witted entertainment for the masses, it doesn’t have to have any decent 
va lues?”
“It’s trying to break out o f the old-style musical m olds,” I say. 
“And it ’s trying not to be racist. I m ean that song ‘Colored Spade’...” 
“Yeah, right. ‘Colored Spade.’ Great example, Nina. Lists a 
bunch o f stereotypes and everyone laughs. And agrees. W here’s the 
positive im age?” He looks pointedly w ith me. “That dude up there balling 
white chicks? Great image!”
“You think he shouldn’t be balling white chicks?” Aviva asks. 
“No baby, I don’t.”
“Awww, and I thought you cared,” she says.
For a moment no one speaks. Then the tension breaks. Floyd 
laughs. W e all jo in  in.
An usher appears, urging us to vacate his theater.
“Easy, man, w e’re the oppressed m asses,” Billy says.
The usher stiffens. “You ’ll have to leave anyway. W e have 
another show to perform in less than four hours.”
“Oh, you acting in it?” Avi asks.
“Please leave now or I’ll have to summon the m anager.” 
“Summon away.”
The usher stalks off.
“Uh-oh,” says Nancy. “He’s lost his cool.”
“Tsk-tsk,” Avi answers.
But I’m  still upset that Floyd is  upset. “I still don’t understand 
your objections, Floyd,” I say. “I mean, everyone is this show was equal—  
nobody was better than anyone else, nobody was putting down Blacks.” 
“Right, everything w asjust hunky-dory and we all love each other 
so m uch and nobody’s uptight, right?”
“You don’t think it can be that way?”
“I don’t think it can be that way. Unless Blacks have as m uch 
power in  this country as whites— power over our own schools, communities 
and government. If we can get that power peacefully, fine. I f not, we will 
use whatever means are necessary.”
“Floyd, you don’t mean you advocate violent overthrow o f the 
governm ent? Things take time; they have to evolve...”
“Damn, Nina, you talk like Time magazine, you know that? A ll 
white and mealy-mouthed.”
The shock waves reverberate. I stand up, shaking. “I’m  going,” 
I quaver.
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Then  the usher arrives with the m anager in tow. The m anager 
is fat and balding and very managerial.
“N ow , w h a t seem s to  be the tro u b le  h e re ? ” he a sk s  
condescendingly.
“Nothing, sir,” Billy says.
“Nothing at all. W e’re waiting for the dawning o f the Age o f 
Aquarius,” A viva  says with great innocence.
“Are you waiting for someone in the cast? The stage door is out 
that door to  your...”
“Excuse m e,” I say, pushing past him and the usher and out the 
door to which the form er is gesturing.
W hen  I get outside, I feel the tears starting to flood. “Aw , crap,” 
I m utter and head for an alley where I can be alone. It’s not ju s t the play 
or even the governm ent he’s attacking this time. It’s me personally. And 
I don ’t know  why. I’ve been so confused about him  since the other day. 
“Oh, crap,” I say again.
Th is  m ust be the stage-door alley because the guy w ho played 
Berger is ju s t com ing out with one o f the actresses. I don’t w ant to talk 
to him, tell h im  how good he was. D on ’t want to talk to anybody. Better 
split.
“N ina.”
I jum p.
Floyd grabs m y arm  before I can get past him.
“Let me alone!” I growl.
“Nina, I ’m  sorry.”
“Listen, you put me down almost every time we see each other. 
And then you apologize and thenyou do it again. I ’ve had enough. I don’t 
understand why. Last time...” You tried to kiss me, I almost say. But 
I don’t want to bring up something that was probably a m om entary 
aberration.
“Nina, let me say something. Please.”
“W hy? So you can insult me again?”
“Just listen. I said some stupid things before. I shouldn’t let my 
personal feelings get in the way o f m y politics. I don’t want to hurt you, 
to attack you. But I’m  angry. I’m  angry all the time. And I’ve got good 
reasons to be angry. And you, well, you ’re sm arter than all the rest of 
the Crew— sm arter and tougher. And when you start talking like some 
candy-ass liberal, I can ’t stomach it. I want to shake you.”
I am  stunned. W hat is this man talking about? Sm arter? 
Tougher? Than Aviva? No way.
“You could help a lot; you could do something. But then you start 
spouting Time or getting stoned. Shit, Nina, you don’t value me and you 
don’t value yourself. It m akes me sick.”
“Th en  why bother with me at all?” I hurl. There, now, lay it on 
the table.
He touches m y cheek and searches m y eyes. “I f you don ’t know 
that, you don ’t know nothing."
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Oh God. W hat is he telling m e? Confused, I push him  away. 
“You ’re right. I don’t know nothing. Nothing at a ll.”
W e glare at each other. Two cats. Spines arched. Backing away 
from  each other, from the stream o f actors brushing their w ay past.
Finally, Floyd eases down his shoulders. “Nina, come with me 
now. You go w ith Aviva and company, you ’re ju st gonna get wiped. I’ll 
introduce you  to some other people— people who are doing som ething.” 
“Hey, N ina!” Aviva ’s voice cuts through the cold air. “Hey, where 
are you? Is Floyd m olesting you?”
F loyd ’s whole face contracts. “Nina, come with me. Come on.” 
I feel fixed to the pavement. Unable to move toward Floyd. 
Unable to m ove away.
“W here are you?”
An  actress bundles past, singing a snatch o f “Easy to Be Hard.” 
Floyd balls his fist and hits the wall. “Ah shit, Nina. You ju st 
gonna stand there, ain ’t you? Just stand and wait for that Prince 
Charm ing you write to come over from England and take you away from  
A ll This. To  where it’s clean, green and obscene. Then you won ’t have 
to see m y B lack face or anybody else’s ever again.”
Furious, I strike at his face. He ju s t stands there and lets me hit 
him. “You... you... creep!” I yell and try to punch him  again.
But he grabs m y wrist. “No. Once is all you get.”
Then, in a blur o f skin and denim, Billy is there. Yelling, “W hat 
are you doing to her, m an?” And twisting Floyd’s arm behind his back. 
“No!” I cry.
Like a scene from  a comic book, eyes wide, hands up, frozen, 
Aviva, Dorrie and Nancy stand at the m outh o f the alley.
F loyd and Billy are grappling on the ground, arms interlocked. 
Som ebody steps out o f the stage door, gasps, runs back inside. 
“Stop it!” I yell. “Stop it.”
Aviva  snaps awake. She and Dorrie run over and reach for Billy 
and try to pu ll him  off. but he ’s too strong. Nancy and I tug at Floyd. 
Then  we hear a siren.
Instantly, we all stop.
“Get out. Quick,” Floyd pants.
I help him  up.
W e all run out o f the alley as the cop car pulls up.
A  fat white cop is throwing open the door. I see his hand on his
gun.
“In here,” I breathe frantically, and Nancy and I pull Floyd into 
the nearest doorway.
Two seconds later and Aviva and Dorrie and Billy are inside with 
us. Avi is cramming something into her mouth. “Grass,” Dorrie 
whispers.
“Sh it,” I say.
“Shhhh,” Floyd hisses.
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“You want som ething?”
“Ahhhh!” I yell. It sounds as though m y voice m ultiplied five 
tim es over. Then I realize that everybody else has gasped too.
A  buxom  woman with dyed black hair is giving us a m ean stare. 
Then, for the first time, we notice the pictures on  the walls. Erotic 
line drawings with MASSAGE PARLOR written under them  in red letters. 
W e all seem  dumbstruck. Except Floyd who says, “Cops after us.”
The wom an’s face softens. “Back here. Come on.” She leads us 
through some black velvet curtains into a little cubbyhole o f a room. 
More curtains and a table/bed o f sorts. A  young black wom an in a flimsy 
pink negligee thing peeks in.
“Out, Hattie. And tell Josie to go out front.”
“Cops again?”
“Yeah .” She turns to us. “Just stay here. I’ll tell you when you 
can go .”
Somehow, no one wants to sit on the table/bed. So we stand. 
Billy and Floyd, who has a cut on his cheek, avoid each other’s eyes. A  
thick sullenness blankets the room.
A fter a while, Hattie looks in. She m otions to Floyd. “Hey, 
m ister!”
He looks up.
“You want m e to do you while you ’re waiting?”
He sm iles gently. “That’s a kind offer, sister. But not today.” 
She smiles back. “Okay,” she says and saunters back out with 
a little w iggle o f her hips.
And suddenly, I feel very  tired and sad. Gwyn’s face bobbles up 
before me. But somehow, even it’s not very comforting.
I turn to Floyd. I want to say something. But it’s hard w ith the 
Crew  there.
Then  the buxom  wom an com es back.
“Okay. You can go .”
The Crew scrambles out o f the room. Floyd reaches in his pocket 
and pulls out a five. “Sorry I don’t have m ore,” he says, handing it to the 
woman.
“Wait. I have som e,” I say, pull out another five and put it into 
her hand.
’Th an ks,” she says and ambles away.
“Floyd...” I begin.
“Don ’t. It w on ’t work,” he says.
“Can’t I say anything.”
“No. Not now.”
“I’m  sorry.”
“So am  I." He shakes his head and goes out into the street. 
W hen I get there, he ’s gone.
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It whistled past her, ricocheted o ff the m etal ham per and 
slam m ed into the radiator pipe, banging the door ajar. Glass was 
crashing in the apartment below, taking a long time finishing, as though 
happening in a slow-motion filming. Spatters o f concrete and brick 
nearby, splintering o f wood. The pink of a bullet on the fire escape. 
Storm s o f grit heaved up against the livingroom  windows. Herds over the 
roof, bellowing. And something else. Pots and pans maybe, or cymbals 
as though dropping from  two thousand stories. Out back somewhere a 
car stalling, coughing, sputtering, then, like garbage cans being scraped 
against concrete, turning over.
“D on ’t kill ’em. Don’t kill— ” A  barrage o f shots and a radio 
suddenly up then mute.
She sat huddled in the dark, balled up tight, deep w ithin the 
bathtub. Her hands were bleeding where the nails cut, fists as clenched 
as teeth, as m ercilessly drawing blood. Her eyes fixed on the fissure in 
the porcelain ju st below the faucet, a split leading down to the drain.
My lifeline. She opened her mouth to say it. The dark flooded in, 
but nothing came out. I ’ll never, she thought. I ’ll never take another bath 
in this tub again. I f  I  get through the night, she added. I f  I...
M any wouldn’t. M any hadn’t. A  student on the stoop still where 
death at eight o’clock had seeped into a hole in the back o f his neck.
Heavy thuds on the stairs com ing two, three, five steps at a time. 
Bells ringing. Bodies heaving against doors. She slammed her face shut 
and squashed herself into, under the faucet, down the drain.
“A  m op and a pail, for chrissakes!"
A  door slamming w ith difficulty, m eeting resistance. Banging. 
Bolts. “Go away. Please, please go away. We got lil kids in here. Please.”
Heavy boots on the steps again. A  menace on the landing. Grunt 
breathing at her door. A  sudden body crash against the steel plating, 
wood, locks. She jam m ed her mouth down between her knees to keep 
from  laughing or screaming, one. A police lock to lock the police out. Down 
the hall another weight against a door. Someone crying. Near the stair 
hushed growling.
“Shoot the lock off... gotta... mop... pail... so m uch blood.”
“Suppose som eone’s home? W e don’t want...”
“W hat’ll we charge em  w ith?”
“Th ink  o f somethin... riot soon.”
“Maybe... hate to get caught up here... take your badge off.”
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In the Schenley box m arked This Side Up a cargo too precious to 
destroy, dangerous to transport, death to surrender up. I f  she dashed 
to the kitchen and skidded under the table, there m ight be time to. To 
what? Why think o f it now, she thought, crushing herself closer to the 
drain and imagining instead her limbs scooting across the rooftops, 
broken field running over the skylights, past pipes like Carl had taught 
her, the leap to the black room they’d built. She’d wallpapered the closet 
herself, tap-tapping to be sure o f a uniform  sound. W allpapered all the 
closets with the same quaint, floral pattern Carl’s m other had sent all the 
w ay from  Montreal.
“Open up. Police."
Wanted: The Killers o f Lester Long/The Killers o f Bobby Hutton/ 
The Killers o f James Rutledge/The Killers o f Teddy—
“Open up in there.”
Do Not Embrace Amnesia. The Struggle Continues. Memory is a 
Powerful—
“Shoot the fuckin ’ lock off, for chrissakes.”
The Assault on the Begone Pesticide Plant Was an Assault on 
Guinea Pigism in Our Community. The People Spoke. The Attack on the 
Precinct Was an Attack on Lawlessness. The People—
A  blast. Another. The door shoved brutally back against the 
carpet she’d never laid quite right.
Harriet Tubman’s Work Must Continue. Support the—
And if  I ’m caught. She dared not think it. Caught in a bathtub. 
No place to flee but down. And they’d hound her into the pipes. The 
savage claw scratching againstmetal, clutching for flesh. The box: posters, 
photos, statistics... all that work. Is the tablecloth long enough? She 
pictured it somewhere behind her left eye where a throb had begun. The 
box. The addresses were under the camphor bar in  the silverware 
drawer. Detective special, stolen from  ballistics in the back coils o f the 
refrigerator in a rat-poison box. In the sugar cannister the negatives o f 
the campus agents. And in the safest place, tacked to the cork board in 
clear view, the num ber you called which for fifty dollars taped to a page 
o f the m ain library encyclopedia yielded up a copy o f your dossier. Fifty 
feet o f useless footage sprang from  her eye sockets; hurtling herself 
through the dark to the kitchen w ith a torch. Or running full tilt at the 
ransackers with a lance.
“Get a light.”
“Shithead, w e’ll draw our own fire. Flashlight.”
“W here’s the kitchen in this place?”
They ’d tracked in a smell. It filled the room. It sought her out and 
gagged her. They’d find the box. Africa Supports Us. Asia Supports Us. 
Latin Amer—
“No pail. Look for some bucket...”
They’lljind the box. They’ll look fo r  me. The blows. The madness. 
The best o f myself splattered bright against the porcelain. No. The best 
o f myself inviolate. Maybe.
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They’d ask about the others. Cracking her head against the 
faucet, they’d demand something ungivable, but settle perhaps for 
anything snatchable, any anything to  sanctify the m assacre in the 
streets below. And would she allow them  to tear the best o f herself from  
herself, blast her from  her place, that place inviolate, make her heap 
ratfilth into that place, that place where no corruption touched, where 
she curled up and got cozy or spread her life leisurely out for inventory. 
Hurtle her into the yellow-green slime o f  her own doing, undoing, to craw l 
on wrecked limbs in that violated place, that place. Could she trust 
herself. W as she who she’d struggled to become so long. To becom e in 
an obscene instant the exact who she’d always despised, condemned to 
that place, fouled.
She would tell. They would beat her and she would tell more. 
They would taunt and torture and she would tell all. They ’d put a gun 
to her eye and she would tell even what there wasn’t to tell. Chantit. Sing 
it. M oan it. Shout it. Incrim inate her neighbors. Sell her mama. Hawk 
her daddy. Trade her friends. Turn in  everybody. Turn on everything. 
And never be the same. Dead or alive, never be the same. Blasted from  
her place.
My children will... but then I ’ll have no children, there’ll be no room 
in that p lace to incubate children. They ’d know. Growing there in thefolds 
o f  that fouled place they’d know. And they’d ask. And their eyes would 
wipe me out.
“W hat’s this?”
Rummaging in the refrigerator. Something sloshing to the floor. 
The ten-watt floodlight.
“Just get some papers to wipe our... look at m y shoes.”
Faucet running. Glasses slipping off the drain to crash against 
the pots.
“My God, m y boots are full o f b lood...”
“ ... footprints...”
My ancestors. Those breaths around me in sudden inexplicable 
moments o f yes; welcome intrusions from  some other where saying yes, 
keep on.... They’ll spit on me in the night.
“Let’s get out o f here.”
Could she tell? W ouldn ’t her heart vault into the brain and stop 
it out? Trained. In case o f betrayal, self-destruct.
The bathroom  door flung wide and a gust blew over her neck and 
back. That smell. A  glob o f light tum bled round the dark and settled 
somewhere. She could not look. Maybe she was the light. Balled up so 
tight, so hot in panic, so near death and another death yet, glowin, glow in 
red/orange/yellow, glinting shots o f shine around the arena in a suicidal 
beam. She would not look up. She would not look and meet those eyes. 
The eyes o f the beast. O f the golden m onkey that spits and kills.
“Here’s a bucket.”
The scrape o f the bucket being dragged out from  behind the 
toilet— scraping across her spine. The voice a boot on her neck. Th is w as
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it, and what did she have. Heat behind the refrigerator. H eatin theK otex  
box in the back o f the linen closet. And she in the bathtub. W ith that 
smell. That reek that stopped her heart and forced her eyelids up. And 
then she saw him. Up too close to the screen, surreal. Jello-like around 
the edges like Superman taking off. Superman leaping into the bathtub 
to break her back. No. She would never tell. Strike. She would strike. 
Someone or three would go down in the go-down.
She’d made out a will. They all had. Long lines o f relatives and 
associates named executors o f estate in case o f funnytime death. 
Statutes of lim itations had a way o f running out when charges were 
brought against the police.
“Let’s go.”
The glob o f light clicked off. The drip o f the toilet splashing onto 
the tiles now. Door pulled in starts and stops shut. The heavy crashing 
thuds down the stairs. She listened. Tight up against the lifeline fissure 
o f rust gone green, she swept the mind clean to hear the footfalls, to 
isolate them. Someone had stayed behind. Someone was waiting in the 
dark. Sly death crouched to pounce upon her life and wreck it. Crouched 
and waiting, impatient to tear her with savage teeth, her essence spilling 
out o f place and oozing down the chin, the chest, the arm. Impatient he 
would creep across the carpet o f leaves that covered the pit. And she 
would strike. She was poised for attack. And with what would she undo 
him? A  can o f Ajax? A  wire soap dish? My Afro pick, she decided, spotting 
it on the toilet tank. Seemed fitting. She almost wished someone were 
there. Silence. Stuck horns, screaming, scurrying o f feet against the 
slush, but silence. Riffling o f pages somewhere in  the living room. 
Curtains fluttering in shreds. But silence.
Vibrations from  the porcelain were drowsing her asleep. Not the 
same vibes as from other walls.
Draftsfrom school walls blew rudely in the young face awakening, as she 
stood in the comer under punishment from  those early caretakers. Chill 
breeze quivering the nostril hairs where up against the wall the cast o f 
twelve, assembledfor some drollPunchand Judy show, awaited directions 
from  those other caretakers. Or the accurately known vibrations from  
walls encountered deliberately blindfolded, when they learned to maneuver 
in the dark, to touchtalk pipes and rods out o f their hiding places and 
assemble guns and radio sets by Braille. Trained to recognize obstacles 
by the length and chill o f their breezes, so as not to bump and knock breath 
and blood out and learn a break in the chain, a hole in the network, a chink 
just large enoughfor a boot to kick through, a butt to muzzle in. the walls 
o f the bathtub were different.
More like the vibes o f the stone quarry o f two summers before 
where she and Carl had worked for $1.10 an hour fo r the privilege o f 
talking with workers who worked fo r  $1.10 an hour fo r  the privilege o f 
eating. Or like the walls o f the grotto where she’d spent the only vacation 
o f her life, wet, love-warmed and dazzled fo r a whole summer with Carl.
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Shouting foolishness in all the tongues o f  the sea, they swam underwater 
entangling fou r legs and surfacing,felt/heard their shouts glanceback off 
the grotto walls cool and hollow against their cheeks. That was last 
summer. The Carl o f moss andfruit and bitten shoulders and the privacy 
o f mosquito-net tents. The Carl before the call to Canada. The call into 
exile.
She stopped shivering at first light. That m ilk-of-magnesia- 
bottle blue, Carl had said. She looked at her hands, sticky and brown, 
pieces o f nail like glass shards atop a brick wall. Pain shot straight 
through. Like in the days o f intensive training when the hands would no 
longer open and shut by ord inaiy means. Hot water, Ben-Gay, the gun 
strapped in the hand with adhesive tape. The practice shots squeezed 
off. bringing tears down the nose on the inside, then pushed back again 
by the smoke. Chinese mustard, Carl had said.
It took all o f ten m inutes to wrap the hands around the edge o f 
the tup and hoist herself up. That same tremor o f hysterical laughter, 
stopped before, now erupted from  her knees, it seemed. Straddling a 
bathtub, a bucking-bronco bathtub, she could not stop it now. Lava 
poured from  her m outh and flopped her head over onto the hamper, 
denting it while the lower ha lf o f her body was still being dragged up out 
o f the tub like some crazed water creature pushing for the next stage.
“Oh m y,” she guffawed, like Carl’s m other used to when Carl 
broke through her ladylike decorum w ith some wild tale. Oh my, she’d 
said when she’d opened her door to fin d  Carl’s woman there and Carl 
already gone. Oh my, when Concordia Bridgeflashed on the screen, fixing 
them in the middle o f  the rug. The tan station wagon speeding past the 
police barriers, a mere blur between television cameras, barely visible 
through snow and distance as it seemingly flew  onto the island where the 
Cuban officials waited with the plane. She had dropped her bag on the 
rug and run to the television, the older woman already there turning up the 
sound.
They’d traded the lives o f  two Canadian trade commissioners fo r  
the release o f  the West Indian students charged with kidnapping a dean, 
extortion, and untold damage to the university’s two-million-dollar computer 
complex. For their release and safe passage to Algeria fo r  the students 
and what was left o f  the cell. And she had come too late. Aboard the plane 
she’d learned that Algeria had refused them. In the cab, she’d heard a 
West Indian diplomat disinherit the fugitives. She had arrived at Carl’s 
mother’s in lime fo r  the televised getaway and little more.
Buzzy, Hassan, and Lydia barely being picked up by the cameras 
as they got out o f  the station wagon. The other Bloods she didn’t know, 
mere coattails heading into a building. Then Carl, barely recognizable 
through the swirling snow, waving his last goodbye, as his mother patted 
the TV box as though it were only a photograph she was seeing safely 
souvenired in a snowball paperweight.
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She was out o f the tub now, slipping unsteadily. She’d thought 
she’d stand upright. That was the idea. But she found herself lunging 
toward the pockmarked windows like a stumble drunk. One rectangle 
o f bullet-splattered frame led tc t^e pavement below, where she wanted 
to be. But not like this, in a faint, leaning onto the fire escape slats in 
a swoon. But she did want to be below.
For the people would be emerging from  the dark o f their places. 
Surfacing for the first time in eons into clarity. And their skins would 
shrink from— not remembering it like this— the climate. Feet wary o f the 
pavement for heartless jokes they did remember. And their brains, true 
to their tropism, would stretch the whole body up to the light, generating 
new food out o f the old staple wisdoms. And they would look at each 
other as if for the first time and wonder, who is this one and that one. And 
she would jo in  the circle gathered round the ancient stains in the street. 
And someone would whisper, and who are you. And who are you. And 
who are we. And they would tell each other in a language that had 
evolved, not by magic, in the caves.
Photo courtesy of Ohio State University Archives.
For  Knobby 
Jem eLa IMw eLu
i don’t know how he 
got his nick name, but 
George was his real name 
he w as tall and lean 
like a Jam aican vanilla bean 
and ju st as chocolatey brown 
Knobby and i went through 
elementary, ju n ior high 
and high school together 
after graduation m ost o f 
us went party hopping 
i saw Knobby at a least 
two parties i went to 
a few weeks after graduation 
news came that Knobby 
was killed in action 
i didn’t even know 
he had been drafted 
i hadn ’t had anyone die 
who was close to me 
other than m y grandma 
but Knobby’s death made 
me numb beyond grie f 
several weeks after the news 
it seemed the whole damn 
neighborhood o f young 
boys had been shipped out
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the numbness i felt
turned to speechlessness
now i know it was fear
fear o f losing m y friends
fear that we as a neighborhood
were penniless and helpless
to say no these boys can’t go
they got parties to go to
they got girls to sweet talk
they don’t know nothing
about no going to war
they just learned to drive
i was told the Marines gave
Knobby’s parents the flag
that was draped on the casket
i wished they could have
been draped in Knobby’s smile
i can still see his smile
it followed me through elementary,
jun ior high and it was erased
the year we graduated 1964
ThE BARQAiN 
P a tti DAvis
It was a waiting game; M ark’s lottery num ber w as low— in the 
fifties, if I remember— and we knew that, any day, his draft notice would 
come.
For weeks, it w as a subject tossed into the smoky, late-night air 
when our living room was crowded with friends passing jo in ts  and Gallo 
w ine through the orange waves o f candlelight.
“You could go to Canada,” was one suggestion.
“I’m  not going to be driven out o f this country by a w ar that’s 
com pletely wrong,” was M ark’s answer.
“Your parents should get you a good lawyer—get out that w ay,” 
was another idea, pondered over in the dope-haze o f nights that ran 
together.
Parents were never discussed in those days, except in terms o f 
their possible value in aiding someone to escape the draft. But M ark’s 
father fought in World W ar II and he believed in follow ing your country ’s 
orders. W hoever America calls the enem y should be killed.
W e were in college— sort of. W e went to the classes we liked, 
m issed those that didn’t interest us, and pursued a m ore noble form  of 
education: we learned about Vietnam. W e studied napalm  and 
defoliants and the fact that thousands o f boys were being sacrificed in 
a w ar that had no reason and m ade no sense.
I knew M ark wouldn ’t go; he’d get out o f it, I ju s t didn’t know how. 
A t night, I would press against him  and wonder i f  I’d have to visit him  in 
ja il and then come home to a bed that felt too wide. W e’d been together 
less than a year, but w e ’d each m ade room for the other. The closet was 
divided in half, I moved things into the top two drawers o f the dresser, 
and we each had our preferred side o f the bed. I couldn ’t imagine him  
not being there.
W hen the draft notice came, he taped it to the bathroom  mirror. 
He stared at it when he brushed his teeth, when he shaved, and at 
various other times during the day when I would find him  standing in the 
bathroom, staring at it as though he could change it w ith his eyes. He 
was m aking a decision, and I knew he had to m ake it alone.
“I don’t want anyone to come over tonight, okay?” M ark said one 
evening when we were spooning cans o f baked beans into a saucepan, 
nutrition not being a big priority.
“Sure, do you want to be alone?” I asked. “I could go out....”
“No, you need to be here.”
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“Mark, what’s going on?”
“Please don’t ask,” he said. “You ’ll know soon enough. Everything 
will be all right. You ’re ju st going to have to trust me on this one.”
We went into the living room after dinner and smoked ajoint, and 
I could tell he was retreating to some dark, secret place in his soul. Joni 
Mitchell was singing “Woodstock” when he stood up and went into the 
kitchen.
We are stardust, we are golden...
Caught in the devil’s bargain....
I’ve played that scene back in my head a thousand times— the 
loud, sharp sound, almost like a door slamming, but different. It was the 
sound o f metal hitting wood. And Mark standing in the doorway o f the 
living room with his hand wrapped in a dishtowel and blood soaking 
through so fast it was dripping onto the floor.
“Jesus God, Mark, what did you do?”
“I cut o ff my finger,” he said in a voice so calm it frightened me 
even more than the blood pouring from his hand. “Sorry about your 
cutting board.”
I drove him to the emergency ward with a bath towel covering his 
hand and his face turning pale. They stitched up what was left— which 
was nothing— he had severed the finger below the second knuckle.
“Too bad you didn’t save the finger,” the doctor said. “We m ight 
have been able to re-attach it.”
“It went down the garbage disposal,” Mark said, giving me a look 
that told me to keep quiet. Th is was a household accident, a kitchen 
mishap, that would just happen to get him out o f the draft.
“It was my statement,” he said weeks later, holding up his 
unbandaged hand, studying the gap where a finger once was. “I couldn’t 
do something ordinary— I couldn’t just escape to another country. I took 
a stand— no one can ever say I didn’t. I mutilated m y own body rather 
than open up on some other bastard who thinks his cause gives him the 
right to kill. That was a game I couldn’t have played.”
W e W on ' t G o :
P ersonal A ccounts o f War ObjECTORs
CoMpilEd by AL ice LyNd
Gene K eyes: A n A rrest o f O ne is an A rrest o f A ll
The pact which Gene Keys and two friends carried out in the early 
1960s was a forerunner o f the acts o f  solidarity envisioned by the 
Resistance in 1967.
Charlotte Keyes, Gene’s mother, wrote an article fo r  McCall’s 
magazine, October 1966, entitled “Suppose They Gave a War and No One 
Came." Reprinted and widely distributed, this article describes in fuller 
detail the human story behind her son’s early actions.
The account presented here was written fo r  this book prior to the 
massive return o f draft cards planned by the Resistance fo r October 16, 
1967.
How much do you oppose the draft? W hat are you going to do about it?
There are already enough o f us against the draft, in principle, to 
rock the Selective Service System. But so far the catch is that too m any 
o f us have been  afraid o f prison. So w e’ve  dodged the issue, or postponed 
it, or clung to  a II-S, or let some other influence pressure us out of 
resisting the draft.
Once you ’ve decided to go to prison instead o f collaborating with 
the draft law, what can you do to have something to show for all that time 
you ’ll be locked up? This is what I began asking m yself by Jan u a iy  1962. 
1 didn ’t want to sit around and let the law  take me in its own good lime. 
I didn ’t want to be ju s t another negligible statistic when there were only 
a few guys each year who got busted for draft resistance. How  could 
Selective Service be challenged, at tim es and places o f m y own choosing, 
as dram atically as possible?
I w as always a Quaker-type pacifist. In October 1959 I had 
registered fo r the draft, intending to do alternate service.... W ith the 
magic word “Q uaker” I’d have no trouble getting a 1-0 and getting it over 
with.
But filling out that form  made m e think harder about the nuclear 
facts o f life . I started getting on m ailing lists and talking to people already 
giving their lives to peace work: B obPickus.A .J . Muste, Bob Swann, and 
Brad Lyttle, am ong others. By February 1961, I decided that the m ost 
important thing in the world that anyone could do was to stop whatever 
else he was doing and start to w ork full time in nonviolent action against 
the w ar m achine.
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That month I dropped out o f Harvard, m idway through my 
second year, and went to New London, Connecticut, where the New 
England Committee for Nonviolent Action had set up a permanent base 
o f operations focusing on the Polaris missile system. I got busy manning 
the mimeograph, hitting the peace-march trail, and going limp in front 
o f Polaris submarines.
I began to meet more people who already saw that the Selective 
Service System, like any other arm o f the war machine, should be 
resisted completely instead o f used for personal advantage. That system 
had one purpose and one purpose only: the army. Registering had been 
a mistake, and I realized this m ost clearly when I began to read the text 
o f the law itself and some o f the literature the system put out to describe 
itself. “The first step in the procurement o f m ilitary manpower is 
registration,” General Hershey had written. Well, I had taken one step 
too many.
And what about alternate service under the draft? That’s ju st the 
trouble: “under the draft.” The Military Selective Service Act is not a 
social service act. All the hospital work a conscientious objector could 
do in two years would not make up for a single day o f napalm and pellet 
bombs. A  law which gives a special privilege to a few COs m akes everyone 
else pull the trigger and helps ease resistance to the draft itself.
Back in those days the draft age was twenty-three, and since I 
was ju st twenty, I had a little time to decide how to resist. Eventually I 
carried out two public challenges to the draft, one on my own and one 
as part o f a group.
First, I used my draft card to light a candle at midnight, 
Christmas Eve, 1963, in front o f the local board office in Champaign, 
Illinois.
Then in May 1964, Barry Bassin, Russ Goddard, and I entered 
a pact saying that “an arrest o f one is an arrest o f all.” W hen Russ was 
convicted for draft resistance in St. Louis in July 1964, the other two o f 
us stood up in court and got ourselves six-month sentences for contempt, 
on top o f our own draft sentences which were still to come.
As it turned out, both o f these events got unusual publicity: but 
they would have happened anyway, with or without the fanfare. Neither 
the candle scene nor the pact developed overnight. In the rest o f this 
narrative I’ll try to sketch in a little o f the process they were a part of.
I
Better to Light One Draft Card than Curse the Darkness
In the summer o f 1962,1 mapped out a campaign for my own case 
o f draft resistance, to culminate with civil disobedience against the draft 
law by the fall or w inter o f 1963. But if I was going to urge abolition of 
the draft and the armed forces, I thought I should first spend some more 
time studying how we can defend ourselves without them. I was at
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Pendle Hill, a Quaker study center, from  Septem ber 1962 to June 1963, 
reading more about pacifism and nonviolent defense and draft resistance.
In m y countdown, I thought I should at least go through the 
form ality o f trying to get the draft law repealed before I had to disobey it, 
so I read a prepared statement to a subcommittee o f two senators when 
the law was absent-m indedly renewed in March 1963. I mentioned that 
I would have to resist the law  if it were not taken o ff the books.... I also 
suggested that free m en should not be forced to carry draft cards, and 
that free m en should volunteer to defend their country. I said that we 
m ust never surrender in the cause o f defending liberty, but that we m ust 
seek to m aintain that defense by any means consistent w ith nonviolence, 
morality, and honor... They ignored any threat and passed the law  
anyway.
From  Pendle H ill I went to work at the New York office o f the 
Committee for Nonviolent Action in June 1963. By now, Local Board No. 
10 had sent me the first o f three Current Information Questionnaires. 
Each time I sent back a letter saying I wouldn’t fill it out. Then on October 
3 ,1 canceled m y application for CO status. Backcam e a I-A on Novem ber 
12. I wrote back a letter saying I wouldn’t accept it and asked for a 
hearing in December, when I would be visiting m y fam ily in Champaign 
anyway.
Decem ber was m y deadline for action because Christmas would 
be a logical time to mount a radical antiwar demonstration. For several 
weeks beforehand I had been wondering how best to act. Should I b u m  
m y card? Give it back personally? Tear it and tape the halves on the 
door? Block a train to the induction center?
W ay back in the March 1960 Student Peace Union Bulletin, Karl 
Meyer had written that “To  cry out the truth in the streets o f our time is 
a vocation to truth, to poverty and to prison.... Beyond this it is an 
ultimate prayer to God to save the people.” W hen the inspiration cam e 
in late Novem ber I decided the demonstration itself could be a prayer for 
peace, since a prayer is an earnest or humble request. W hat’s more, it 
being Christmas, I could light m y draft card with a candle— or better yet, 
light a candle w ith m y draft card. A t m idnight Christmas Eve. And try 
for a twenty-four-hour fast and vigil in front o f the local board. No: twelve 
hours would be more realistic. W ithout fasting.
A  slogan for the vigil sign emerged in the same spirit: ToLightThis 
Candle With A Draft Card—A Prayer For Peace On Earth. Some artist 
friends lettered a Christmas-card-like sign well in advance.
The Decem ber 19 hearing at the local board wasn’t really 
necessary, but it was to make m y draft resistance as personal as 
possible, not ju st a file folder for them to forward to the Justice 
Department. I could even give them back one o f my draft cards in person 
and still have one left to bum .
The secretary was young and polite. The several anonym ous 
board m embers looked glum, except for the chairman who smiled sadly. 
The clerk o f the Urbana-Champaign F riends Meeting gave me a character 
reference. Then it was m y turn.
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Face to face confrontation is one o f m y w eak points. My 
statement was simply a recital o f what I had done to defy the draft law.
I had wanted to ask them  point-blank to resign rather than participate 
in a bad system, yet could barely muster the nerve to say it. I must have 
managed to indicate that I was asking for noclassification, or, that i f  they 
didn’t resign, they’d have to classify me I-A Delinquent. I also gave them 
copies o f my Senate testimony (which they were as likely to read as 
Pravda). I concluded by laying m y registration card on  the table, and 
announced my candle ceremony o f five days hence.
The chairman asked for questions, but the others ju st exchanged 
blank stares. Someone asked where I was employed. I told them. He 
exhaled and threw up his hands. The chairman said that I knew the 
consequences o f m y action. I mumbled back that I did.
I sent a letter to the editors o f the two local papers, explaining my 
stand ahead o f time.
The night before the vigil, I tested a piece o f cardboard to make 
sure it would burn on a cold windy night; it didn’t burn very  well. A  little 
candle wax smeared on it improved its flammability.
My girlfriend w as visiting the fam ily over the Christmas holiday 
and she kept the v ig il with me much o f the time. Other friends and 
acquaintances dropped by during the vigil to walk or chat. Late in the 
evening m y parents brought me a grilled cheese sandwich and french 
fries.
Midnight drew near. By now a throng o f two or three dozen had 
assembled, fam ily and friends as well as reporters and curiosity-seekers. 
I had a bayberiy  candle in a silver candlestick ready and a pocket lighter 
and a pair o f tongs to hold the waxed draft card. Suddenly, floodlights 
went on for movie and TV  cameras, and flashbulbs went off. The card 
flickered and took flame. Jane held the candle. We left it alight for a few 
minutes; then we blew  it out and went home.
By “coincidence,” on the day o f the vigil the local board issued and 
order for me to report fo r the pre-induction physical. But I was getting 
ready to return to New York  to earn some money— and fin ish w ork on the 
pact.
II
In the summer o f 1961, some Antioch and Oberlin students tried 
to talk up a draft-card-retum  by 500 or 1,000 demonstrators, but the 
idea quietly expired w hen there were only a dozen or so who were even 
vaguely interested. I d idn ’t see much more interest in 1963 either, so I 
though mainly in term s o f a one-man collision with Selective Service. I 
had several friends who would resist the draft sooner or later, but they 
had other plans for now and prosecution depended on the whim s o f 
different local boards. Group action seemed like w ishful thinking; m ass 
action a dream.
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In November 1963, a month before I actually burned m y draft 
card, Russ Goddard came to New York for a m eeting o f the Committee 
for Nonviolent Action. He was a friend I’d m et the year before at the New 
England CNVA training program (he and his wife, Joan, had stayed to 
becom e staff members). He had personally given back his draft card to 
a local board in suburban St. Louis the previous March. Meanwhile, 
another peace-march friend o f ours, Dennis Weeks, had just published 
a letter in The Peacemaker refusing induction. Since the arrest o f any 
o f us was only a m atter o f time, Russ suggested he m ight want to picket 
his local board in sympathy i f  Dennis or I were arrested before he was.
Now here was a possibility for jo in t action against the draft! How 
about an agreement among the three o f us to demonstrate in solidarity 
for whoever is the first to be arrested? Or an arrest-me-too demonstration? 
Or, go to ja il in solidarity with whoever got the longest sentence? We 
could even sign a pact in advance.
I jo tted  down some ideas and discussed them with Russ, who 
was enthusiastic. W e contacted Dennis, but he was more non-committal. 
Then Barry Bassin, who was a full-time volunteer at CNVA, heard us 
talking about it and expressed interest.
Dennis eventually decided not to jo in  and the pact was the 
product o f Russ, Barry, and myself. As early as December 8, we were 
already in provisional agreement that two o f us would ja il-in  for whoever 
was the first to be “snarfed up,” but it was not until April 9, 1964, that 
we put our initials on the actual text o f the pact, and it was June 10 by 
the time we form ally signed a printed copy o f it— with only a week to 
spare.
I believe our painstaking preparation was well worth it. To 
perform  a federal felony on one another’s behalf was not something to do 
in a lighthearted moment.
A fter discussion, the focus o f the pact came to be “immediate 
prosecution o f all” rather than equal sentences. W e would be demanding 
release for all rather than arrest, but we couldn’t count on release.
W e sought advice from  Arlo Tatum  o f the Central Committee for 
Conscientious Objectors, among others. He rem inded us not to get so 
tightly bound that there would be an emotional setback or loss o f 
friendship if any o f us had to ease out o f the pact at some point. He and 
A.J. Muste agreed to sign as witnesses.
My proposed text was long and legalistic. Russ boiled it down to 
ha lf a page and we all j  iggled it a little more till each o f us approved it word 
for word. We also exchanged memos and working papers. For example, 
Barry researched a three-page paper on contempt o f court— one o f the 
hazards we hoped to avoid. I did a memo, trying to relate the pact to the 
m ainstream  o f the peace movement because the draft was almost a 
forgotten issue compared to Cuba, the test-ban, and the advisors in 
Vietnam. Russ did m uch o f the work o f designing the layout and 
typography for the pact.
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Next we spent quite a while writing and designing a six-page 
brochure to explain the pact. It too was a perfect collaboration among 
the three o f us.
These were parts o f our statement:
Why try to get into ja il?  Can't you do more good outside, even if  some o f 
your friends are arrested?
We don’t want to go to jail any more than most military 
strategists want a thermonuclear war. Like them, we are dealing 
with a reality—in our case, that the government can send whom 
it chooses, when it pleases, to prison, for refusing to kill. To 
challenge this power, enough people must say “us too” when 
necessary—and follow through—so that jail can no longer be 
used as a deterrent to the exercise of freedom.
If we try to avoid arrest, or are content to let our friends be 
arrested instead of ourselves, we hand over to the government 
the key to deter everyone by jailing a few.
It would be quite a vision if we could foresee many pacts like 
this—whether written or not. Hundreds—or even tens of people— 
who declare at the critical moment: “You’ve arrested him; now 
arrest us. Either let him go, or do your duty to all of us.“ While 
the three of us are not that mass strategy, a jail-in by even one 
person looks toward such a concept.
That’s the vision. Far from reality today perhaps. But 
meanwhile, friends of ours, and people who believe the same 
things we do about war and killing, are being arrested and 
imprisoned. We have watched helplessly one time too many.
No longer.
W e knew time was growing short. On January 1,1964, Barry had 
written his draft board declaring independence from them as a New 
Year’s resolution. On January 30, I had ignored m y physical. On 
February 28, Russ had received an induction notice for March 19, and 
sent the board a letter stating he wouldn’t even sign an escape-clause 
form  showing that he was a married father. On April 10, Barry got a I- 
A  notice, scrawled “refused” on it, sent it back. April 29 brought me a 
five-count delinquency notice from the local board— theoretically good 
for twenty-five years in prison if someone wanted to throw the book at 
me. Then on May 1 5 ,1 got m y induction notice for May 26.
On May 2 6 ,1 addressed telegrams to General Hershey, President 
Johnson, Attorney General Kennedy, and Local Board No. 10. The 
message was: “t h e r e  is  n o  m o r a l  v a l id it y  t o  a n y  p a r t  o f  a n y  l a w  w h o s e  p u r p o s e  
IS TO TRAIN PEOPLE TO KILL ONE ANOTHER. I HEREBY REJECT THE ORDER TO REPORT FOR 
INDUCTION.”
Arlo Tatum had told us to estimate about ten weeks between an 
order to report for induction and the arrest. So Russ would be entering 
the danger zone late in May. Sure enough, it was ju st then that the FBI 
requested a voluntary interview with Russ at its New York headquarters. 
There would probably be no arrest yet, but we couldn’t be sure. W e put
on our suits and slipped handcuffs into our pockets. Barry and I lounged 
in the waiting room reading FBI handouts while Russ answered questions. 
No action, and it was quite a relie f because that week we were not quite 
prepared for the m ajor demonstration.
A  few days later, the Goddards left for St. Louis, intending to get 
Joan ’s arrangements made for prison widowhood and to interpret Russ’ 
action to friends, relatives, officials, and the mass media. They arrived 
on June 17. The next day Russ was arrested.
Now came the crunch. On Saturday morning, June 20, Joan and 
Julie met Barry and me at the St. Louis airport. Russ was at the St. Louis 
City Jail and his arraignment was scheduled for that Monday, June 22.
Barry and I set o ff to explore midtown St. Louis. Should we sit 
in at the DA ’s office? At the FBI office in the brand-new Federal Building? 
Stand up in court? What about East St. Louis, Illinois, across the river, 
where I would otherwise be prosecuted? W e were already worn out from 
the strain o f having events get ahead o f us; and the heat was at its St. 
Louis sum m er worst. W e plodded from one place to the next, wondering 
i f  our presence could possibly be worth it.
Monday arrived. Russ had been indicted for refusing to report for 
induction. How did he plead? Guilty.
Then Judge Roy W. Harper began a soft-spoken little monologue 
about wanting Russ to be sure he knew what would happen. If Russ had 
been denied alternate service by the draft board. Harper would arrange 
for Russ to do two years o f hospital work if he wanted to. But otherwise, 
the judge said, he always handed down five-year sentences for the draft. 
It would be such a black m ark against Joan and Julie, the judge said, 
i f  Russ went to prison, so he would release Russ for two weeks to think 
it over, and let him change his m ind i f  he wished; but i f  not—
Five years!
The stiffest sentence in recent years for a draft resister. Ostensibly, 
the judge wanted actual days in prison to be nearly as many as i f  Russ 
were a draftee, and parole could be obtained when a sentence was one- 
third completed— twenty months o f a five-year sentence. But parole was 
problematic and time o ff for good behavior m ight still leave Russ forty 
months in prison, as well as under restriction the remaining twenty.
Just after the court session, two polite FBI agents recognized us. 
“Are you Barry Basin and Gene Keyes?” We voluntarily gave them all the 
information, chapter and verse, incriminating ourselves about our 
several and repeated violations o f the draft law, and gave them copies o f 
the pact brochure.
How best to use the next two weeks? We spent a good bit o f time 
in strategy discussion on how to provoke the arrest. W e had decided we 
would stay in St. Louis rather than carry the action to W ashington or to 
our own separate districts. The s tiff five-year sentence would underscore 
our solidarity if we sought to face the same judge in the same area as 
Russ. We would try, at first, to avoid getting deflected into disorderly 
conduct or contempt o f court by not sitting down in the courtroom itself, 
for example.
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W e decided to focus the demonstration on Judge Harper himself, 
who had passed the five-year sentence, rather than any other federal 
official. A  judge has the power to reduce a sentence w ith in sixty days; 
i f  we sat in his office for at least that long we would probably get some 
kind o f reaction. That would make the aim  o f our demonstration as clear- 
cut as possible, even i f  the judge dodged the issue and convicted us on 
something other than our flagrant draft violations. W e would be focusing 
on his power to release Russ, and a sixty-day fast and vigil at his office 
would be a very quiet but unavoidable moral confrontation.
Over the Ju ly 4 weekend we split up for farewell home visits; the 
others went to visit Joan's fam ily in Columbia, Missouri, and I went to 
see m y fam ily in Champaign, Illinois. (A separate essay needs to be 
w ritten about pressure from families, wives, girlfriends. Karl Meyer 
speaks o f Mtrial by parents" as “the most horrendous ordeal a young 
radical can face." For the most part, I had great moral support from  m y 
parents, and, for the m ost part, Bariy  and Russ didn’t.)
On Ju ly 5, we reassembled at a m otel in St. Louis. There to greet 
us also was Paul Salstrom, ju st released from  the federal pen at 
Springfield, Missouri, after two years there for draft resistance.
I w ill now lean on Paul Salstrom ’s account o f the court session 
on Monday, July 6, from a report he wrote shortly afterward.
When the case was announced, about 10:30 A.M., Russ stood 
and stepped forward—followed by Julie, who had scrambled off 
her seat and tottered along, ten feet behind. But Julie hadn’t 
enough nerve to follow her father through the swinging gate. She 
ran back to her mother’s arms and gave way to tears.
After the case had been presented and Russ had again, as 
on June 22, pled guilty, he spoke for ten to fifteen minutes about 
the beliefs which had brought him to where he stood. His five 
main points were: 1) his opposition to the whole system of 
military defense, and to Selective Service as a part o f that system;
2) that though it might be legitimate to argue that one could work 
more effectively for peace and disarmament if he is free instead 
of in prison, his purpose is broader than merely to work for good 
causes—that “all our fine plans for a better world are as nothing 
if they are not based upon the individual’s personal responsibility 
and determination to stand up for what he believes in; jail must 
not deter us from principled action”; 3) that the possible injustice 
to one’s wife and child when one must go to prison “is relatively 
small compared with the great injustice against women and 
children everywhere, which modern militarism constitutes;” 4) 
that the job of resisting conscription by going to jail should not 
be left to young and single men alone, just as in wartime there 
are married men among those who, believing in military defense, 
risk their lives in battle; and 5) that true freedom is based not on 
military defense but on willingness to act even in the face of 
severe penalties; therefore he would not back down from his 
stand against the Selective Service System.
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Judge Harper then spoke for ten to fifteen minutes. He 
asked Russ if he thought he might change his position if given 
another two weeks to think it over, to which Russ answered No.
The judge them made a series of comments centering around the 
theme that “if everyone were to believe as you do those who have 
sacrificed their lives in the past to defend the country would, I 
believe, have died in vain,” that “I love children and so am mainly 
concerned about the black mark your conviction and sentence 
will leave on your daughter, who is helpless to do anything about 
it,” and that “I am grateful to live in a country where you can hold 
the beliefs you do.”
And then pronounced a sentence o f five years.
Barry and I stood up. In crisis situations I can hardly speak or 
think w ell on m y feet. I was going to make a forceful and ringing 
announcem ent o f solidarity, but it got lost somewhere in a cotton- 
throated mumble. According to the newspaper, what I said was, “W e 
have violated the draft law also and deserve the same penalty. Goddard 
should not be sentenced alone." I wanted to say it better but that would 
have to do. Salstrom  continues:
... the judge said, “Just a minute, are you the fellows who sent 
me those letters?”
Barry then said, “Yes, we’re not going to let Russ accept the 
penalty for draft refusal without doing all we can to secure his 
release, or else equal treatment”—to which the judge replied,
“The only power I could have over you would be the power of 
contempt citation.”
Gene said, “We are prepared to wait indefinitely in your 
chambers for our cases to be brought to a conclusion.”
Ju dge H arper th reatened again  to hold us in  contem pt 
immediately, so we left the courtroom  and proceeded down the corridor 
to the anteroom  o f the chambers. There was a leather couch in front o f 
a low partition, ju s t beyond which was the secretary at her desk. W e sat 
down on the couch and glanced at the clock. It was perhaps 11:20 or so. 
Our com panions waited nearby.
Around noon, Judge Harper returned. He looked disapprovingly 
at us through his half-m oon glasses, once again argued that he had no 
ju risd iction  over us, and warned that we couldn’t stay after he and the 
secretary left for lunch. He went into his office.
A t 12:30, Harper came out o f his office in civilian clothes. He 
looked a little flustered and could not seem to decide whether we should 
be arrested or ju st thrown out.
... the judge walked down the hallway and summoned the 
marshals. With them at his side, he addressed Barry and Gene.
“If you don’t leave right now I’ll have you arrested for contempt—
OK, take them and throw them on the front steps, and if they
We Won’t Go 89
come back in the building, arrest them." When he saw that they 
would not walk voluntarily he said they’d be arrested right away.
Gene and Barry then stated flatly that they would not leave 
voluntarily, and the judge said, “These fellows will carry you out.
We don’t want to have to hurt you." And to the marshals, “Just 
pick them up and throw them out on the front steps."
I f  you have ever tried to carry a mattress somewhere, I suppose 
you can imagine the difficulty and frustration o f carrying inert pacifists. 
They tw isted and maneuvered us out into the hall, got us to the elevator, 
then o ff at the m ain floor and finally, to the outside steps. Barry had been 
hustled along by an arm  lock. “W alk  or 111 twist if  off," the m arshal had 
said. W e were left on the front steps.
... caught an elevator down with eight or ten newsmen and we 
found the two fellows picking themselves up outside the front 
door. After a brief interview they reentered and talked themselves 
past a confrontation with the marshals in the lobby. Back 
upstairs, the judge’s office was found to be locked, and more 
interviews followed.
The wait that time lasted from 12:40 to 2 P.M. Then the 
judge returned and stated that unless the friends of the two sit- 
inners left the building within fifteen minutes, all would be 
arrested.... Joanne Collier felt it a matter of principle that she 
stay, which she did—throughout Judge Harper’s subsequent 
series of threats to cite her for contempt, along with Bariy and 
Gene.
Joanne wrote in Liberation magazine, August 1964:
[Judge Harper] is intellectual and courteous. He doesn’t want to 
sentence “the boys" but he has to. He quickly takes an 
opportunity to get off the subjects o f conscription and mass 
murder, to discuss civil rights and the courts. When he shows 
me out, his voice and mood change suddenly: “If you get in the 
way out there, don’t think it’s going to bother me to have you 
arrested. You’re married and have a family, but that’s not going 
to make any difference. I won’t lose a minute’s sleep over it."
Joanne was afraid that with nobody to watch, the m arshals 
would tw ist us worse. As they did. Th is time we were hauled to the 
courtroom. I th ink two or three o f them  had m y arm  in a half-nelson and 
were carrying me, like a suitcase, by the belt. I was looking at the floor 
m ost o f the time while trying all at once to relax, not to howl, and to 
m inim ize whatever torsion m y shoulders were feeling. Barry and I were 
dumped in front o f Judge Harper. In Paul Salstrom ’s account:
... the judge... launched into a narrative of the day’s events as 
seen from his point o f view. Gene and Barry made comments 
whenever they felt themselves misrepresented... The judge said
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the two should consider themselves still free to walk out the front 
door in spite of all they had done.
“Not without Russ,” said Bariy, who always says just the 
right thing.
“The same for me," said Gene.
Judge Harper commented that order must be maintained, 
and pronounced sentences o f six months.
The pact w as a success!
Now we were all in the St. Louis City Jail, but in different cell 
blocks. The first time he was there Russ had not been bothered by the 
other prisoners, but when he reappeared w ith all the publicity about our 
action, some o f them  beat him  up patriotically. I was left in  a cell with 
a big guy who tried to rape me but who was content ju st to bash me 
around for a while instead. Luckily, Russ and I were transferred to 
another cell b lock w ith Barry, where there was no further trouble. City 
and county ja ils  are rougher than federal prison.
That was to be our last time together for then next several years. 
One by one we were sent to different prisons: Barry to Chillicothe, Ohio: 
Russ to Springfield, M issouri, and I to El Reno, Oklahoma.
Ill
But Barry and I were not through w ith the struggle yet. On 
Decem ber 5, 1964, the two o f us were to be released w ith a m onth o ff for 
good time, but Barry w as delayed three days because he started to grow 
a mustache. He w as given a draft card on the way out, which he left 
crumpled in an ashtray. I had already been indicted three m onths 
earlier—for refusing to report for induction.
A  m arshal was waiting at the discharge room  w ith handcuffs and 
chains. There w as a lot o f confusion and red tape at an Oklahoma City 
federal court that day before I was finally transferred back to Illinois. 
Meanwhile, m y parents had arranged a property bond for me, so I got a 
Christmas furlough at home, which lasted three months, till all the legal 
formalities had run their course. There were joy fu l reunions w ith my 
fam ily and w ith Joan Goddard, who showed m e all the letters and articles 
and reports that had come in the wake o f our demonstration. W e phoned 
Barry, who was in New York, and compared prison experiences. Barry 
and I agreed w e had already carried out the pact as it had been written. 
W e had forced sim ultaneous arrest and prosecution and, having made 
that witness, we could now let the law  take its course in regard to our 
induction refusal, rather than risk again a diversionary charge such as 
contempt or disorderly conduct. I f  we had only been ja iled a few  days at 
first, we probably would have repeated the demonstration.
M y arraignm ent was on January 5, 1965, at East St. Louis, 
Illinois. I entered a plea o f nolo contendere (no contest). But Judge 
W illiam  Juergens rejected the plea, so I let it be “gu ilty,” and he ordered
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a pre-sentence investigation. I was not interested in stalling the court 
with a “not gu ilty” plea in this case.
Now a difficu lty arouse: suppose I was offered probation? I had 
learned from  Joan that Russ had given in to strong pressure from  her 
and a lawyer friend o f theirs, and had agreed to let them  file a 
m em orandum  asking Judge Harper to reduce the sentence to probation. 
(The m otion had been denied, which was ju st as well, I thought, because 
the language o f the b rie f tended to apologize for Russ’ stand.) Moreover, 
m y own girlfriend had never been happy about the pact, which seem ed 
to claim  m ost o f m y attention. W orst o f all was the subtle accusation that 
I ju st wanted to go to prison, enjoyed suffering, liked to be a self-made 
martyr, and all that. I wavered.
But when the parole officer interviewed me he w as dum bfounded 
to learn that I wouldn ’t accept probation if  Russ couldn ’t get it, and Russ 
w asn ’t about to get it.
The sentencing came nearly a m onth later, on February 2, and 
was a five-m inute formality: three years. Barry was sentenced on 
Novem ber 18, 1965, to two years. Russ and I were paroled on March 24, 
1966. Barry did not want parole restrictions and was released on June 
9, 1967. Altogether, I had done eighteen months; Russ, twenty-one; 
Barry, twenty-three. But Barry had no strings attached to him; parole 
would ground me till February 1968 and Russ till Ju ly 1969.
W as the pact worth it? Obviously, being part o f such a jo in t effort 
m ade prison that m uch more tolerable. Even so, the three o f us by 
ourselves would have taken the same position against the draft. D id we 
need a pact besides?
1 believe the most important thing about our pact was that we 
were translating a principle into action— not only draft resistance itself, 
but effective solidarity with a person who is prosecuted for acting in 
accord with conscience. I believe that any time anyone is arrested for any 
such cause, there should im m ediately be five or ten or a hundred or more 
who w ill say, “Set him  free or take us too” and proceed to enter prison to 
show they are not m erely talking or signing their names.
Resisting the draft should be everyone’s business, not ju st that 
o f young men. Th is kind o f solidarity can involve anyone against the 
draft, o f any age, including anyone exempted for any reason, including 
women.
And not ju st against the draft, but in any place where some 
hum an grit can be thrown in the w ar machine.
W hat about you?
JAYNE SwiTZER
Jayne Switzer, whose Jirst child was bom while her husband was in 
prisonfor noncooperation, fe lt that what sustained them was that "we did 
it together. ”
Bob and I knew  from  the beginning o f our relationship that separation 
was imminent. Bob was under indictment for two violations o f the 
Selective Service System w hen we decided to marry and then, to conceive 
a child.
W e m et in Albany, Georgia, early in 1964, when we were both 
participants on a peace walk, and again in Chicago, when each o f us 
returned home for the summer. Together we picketed, leafleted, and on 
Ju ly 31, stood and burned Bob’s draft card on the federal courthouse 
steps. Draft card burning was relatively unheard o f at the time and our 
act provoked m ore curiosity than hostility from  the crowd that gathered.
The decision to direct our efforts toward protesting the Selective 
Service System  was difficult for both o f us. I had planned to spend the 
sum m er working with the civil rights movement in Americus, Georgia, 
and Bob had planned to work in Selma, Alabama. W e both felt, though, 
that radicals had to devote more attention to the draft, particularly with 
the escalating war in Vietnam.
In the weeks that followed, we decided to m any, despite the 
obvious difficulties we faced. W e felt that together we could accept the 
consequences o f our actions, and we realized that prison would be a 
threat throughout our lives if we continued to w ork for the movement. 
And so, on Septem ber 20, 1964, we became joined in a simple ceremony 
among friends.
For the next six weeks we endured trial continuances and the 
fear o f m om entary imprisonment. A t night we held hands tightly, 
expecting each day to be our last. W e decided that, despite the 
selfishness o f having a child, we wanted to have as m uch as we would 
to hold us together during our separation. Shortly before Bob’s trial 
began in m id-November, we learned that I was pregnant and then, 
during his trial, I began to m iscarry. W hile I was home resting, I received 
the news that he had been found guilty o f two violations o f the Selective 
Service Act: refusal to carry a draft card and refusal to be inducted into 
the military. He was denied bond and dragged from  the courtroom  by a 
handcuff.
The two weeks that followed were the most difficult we faced. I 
sublet our apartment, moved in with m y family, who were sympathetic 
w ith Bob’s position, and found a secretarial job. The greatest difficulty 
was not being able to communicate w ith Bob in any way. V isiting was 
not perm itted for two weeks, and Bob had refused to sign censorship 
papers, so we couldn’t write.
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The full impact o f prison struck m e on our first visit at Cook 
County Jail. I had to wait on a long narrow row o f steps leading to the 
m ain door until I was admitted with two other visitors. Inside the huge 
door I waited, gave m y name, identification, and relationship with the 
prisoner, underwent frisking, and w as relieved o f shoes, purse, and 
chew ing gum. A t this point I was admitted to another long hall where I 
waited until I was led into a small cell and locked in with three other 
visitors. Inside the cell were four small glass windows with grating 
beneath them to talk through. A fter a brief wait. Bob appeared in front 
o f the window, pale and thin from his two-week fast. To talk, we had to 
bend down and shout through the grating, which meant that we couldn ’t 
talk and look at each other at the same time. I shouted to him that I 
hadn ’t lost our baby and that he w as going to be a father. Happily he 
rushed forward and kissed me, five inches on the other side o f the glass 
window.
On November 20, Bob was brought before Judge Julius Hoffm an 
for sentencing. The courtroom was packed with sympathizers on one 
side and the army and veterans on the other. Several Episcopal 
clergym en came as character w itnesses for Bob and attempted to point 
out to thejudge the moral law that compelled Bob to act as he had. Judge 
Hoffm an refused to hear their arguments and allowed only Bob to speak. 
Bob read a prepared statement in which he explained his actions; it was 
sincere and had an obvious emotional impact on the spectators. The 
court was silent when he finished and we all waited tensely until the 
j udge pronounced sentence— two three-year terms, to run concurrently. 
I cried with relief after hearing the sentence, because it was shorter than 
we had expected, and because at last we knew how long our separation 
would be. Bob and I were permitted to visit briefly on the opposite sides 
o f the courthouse bars; then he was returned to the countiy ja il.
Three days before Christmas I received notice from  the federal 
authorities that Bob had been transferred to Sandstone, Minnesota. I 
was relieved to have him out o f the county ja il and happy he had not been 
sent to Chillicothe, a prison known for its violence, where several other 
noncooperators with the draft were imprisoned.
On Christmas day, Bob’s fam ily and I drove through blinding 
snow to Sandstone, fifty m iles south o f the Canadian border. The 
temperature was 40° below zero as w e approached the desolate town, 
consisting o f two rundown hotels, three restaurants, and a small chain 
o f stores, standing on opposite sides o f the railroad station.
As we reached the pale yellow  brick institution, encircled by the 
houses o f the prison personnel, I was surprised to find that it looked like 
a rural elementary school. Inside w e waited in a comfortable w ailing 
room  and were admitted together to see Bob. In a few m inutes he was 
sitting next to me and, for the first tim e since his imprisonment, we could 
touch. The unexpected jo y  o f his nearness made me cry our entire visit.
For then next seventeen months. Bob and I were able to write 
often, sometimes two or three letters a day. We were able to visit
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frequently, as the visiting privileges were flexible and generous. The first 
several m onths, we visited once every four weeks. I would arrive early 
in  the m orning by train and stay at the prison from  9 A.M . until 4 P.M. 
Saturday and Sunday. Saturday night I would stay at the hotel in 
Sandstone and suffer the stares o f the townspeople and the m ercenary 
attitude o f the wom an who ran the hotel. I was annoyed by the nine- 
dollar charge for a room  with no bath and, seemingly, no heat. The 
restaurant closed before visiting hours at the prison were over, so after 
not eating on our first visit, I brought fruit w ith me. The wom an who ran 
the hotel provided shuttle service to the prison, which cost $2.50. W hen 
the w eather was not too unbearable, I would plod through the snow the 
four m iles to the prison. In April, w hen I was seven m onths pregnant, 
I walked to the prison and arrived slightly blue from  the cold. A  secretary 
drove m e home.
During our visits, the rules allowed us to em brace on arrival and 
departure, and to hold hands. For fifty cents I w as able to buy a box 
lunch and we would eat together. I was also perm itted to buy cigarettes 
and Coke in the waiting room and bring them  to Bob.
Occasionally, on our visits, Bob’s parole officer would come to try 
to convince m e to have Bob jo in  the A rm y as a m eans o f release. On our 
first encounter he said, “I know Bob is probably a better Christian than 
I am, but w e do have to obey the law .” I asked him  whose law he 
considered m ore important, the law  o f God or man, and he left the room.
W e had adjusted to the routine o f daily letter-writing and 
m onthly visits when our daughter, Karen, arrived prematurely, early in 
May. Having been prom ised a call to Bob after the baby’s birth, I eagerly 
called the prison. The officials refused to let m e speak w ith Bob, even 
after I explained that the baby was having difficulty breathing and was 
in danger o f death. “I f  she dies, call back,” the guard told me, and hung 
up.
During the first anxious days follow ing Karen ’s arrival, m y only 
com fort was a tradition Bob and I began early in our separation. A t 
exactly 10 P .M ., we would stop whatever we were doing and th ink o f each 
other. A t lest I knew that he was w ith us in spirit.
Follow ing Karen ’s birth, our visits becam e less frequent. The 
little m oney I had saved was spent quickly on her incubator care, and it 
was weeks before she was able to make the long trip to Sandstone. For 
the first time, I had to rely on the peace organization for financial 
assistance. I w as relieved to find that Peacemakers, a Cincinnati-based 
organization, could send me the $65 a month I requested. The cost o f 
traveling, however, w as approximately $125 per visit, so until Bob’s 
release, w e saw  each other about once every three or four months.
W hen Karen was two months old, m y fam ily moved to Pennsylvania 
and I began living with my brother and three graduate students in 
Madison, W isconsin. Aside from  the letters to Joan Goddard, M ichele 
Nyysolla, and Darlene Hoffman, wom en with husbands in prison, I had 
little social contacts.
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In November 1965, Bob went before the parole board; we both 
counted the days until their reply. W e were crying w hen we learned that 
he had been denied. Karen and I flew to Minnesota to be with Bob shortly 
after receiving the news. W e arrived at the prison an hour before closing 
time. A fter a tense visit, we learned we would not be permitted to see each 
other again for two days, as the visiting hours had been changed w ithout 
notice. Angry and depressed, I returned to Madison.
In the months between Bob’s parole denial and his final release 
I felt the first bitterness toward the officers at Sandstone. Instead of 
engaging them  in friendly conversation has I had previously done, I was 
cold and withdrawn. A ll feelings o f anger vanished w hen we received 
news o f Bob’s release date.
I was visiting m y fam ily in Pittsburgh, trying to accept the fact 
that Bob m ight be away another year, when I saw the air m ail letter from 
Sandstone. A fter reading the first line, telling me o f his im pending 
release, I called Bob’s parents in Chicago and together we laughed, cried, 
and made hunried plans for the future.
On M ay 18, 1966, Bob came home. W alking off the plane, he 
picked Karen up and the three o f us began life as a family.
Friends ask us if  we would do the same thing again, and our 
answer is “yes.” Prison was painful and yet it was beautifu l in m any 
ways. Through prison we learned that we could still say “no” to an 
injustice, and that only by saying “no” could we be free. The iron bars 
o f prison were temporary, and now we have free minds. W hen our 
children ask us what we did to stop the killing, we can answer them.
DAvid TAube
David. Taube emigrated to Canada to avoid the draft in the United
States.
I protested the war, but did nothing to avoid the draft until it was too late 
to act in the U.S. I honestly felt that I could rationalize a noncom batanl 
position in the service, and since I didn’t base m y objection to the 
Vietnam ese w ar on a be lie f in a supreme being, I did not bother to apply 
for CO status.
I enlisted in the Arm y Reserve on a three-month delayed enlistment 
in Des Moines, Iowa, on Novem ber 10, 1966. M y arm y recruiter 
indicated that I could have m y choice, in writing, o f schooling or a 
substitute suitable to me should m y first choice be full. I went to Des 
Moines to enlist and signed a paper saying that I would go on active duty 
for twenty-four months. I later found out that in order to get m y choice 
o f schooling, I would have to reenlist for thirty-six months, and that if I 
m erely went for twenty-four, I m ight have to kill people. The fact that I 
would have to reenlist had not been explained to me prior to enlistment. 
Then, the army was not able to give me m y first choice o f schooling or 
either o f two alternates. Th is developed over the next two m onths and
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I decided I would not go at all. I even investigated the possibility o f 
stopping m y income tax payments and applied for admission to Canada....
I was to report to the service on March 9. and I entered Canada 
on March 6.... I received orders and travel vouchers to report to Fort 
Campbell, Kentucky. W hen I didn’t show (I told them  I wouldn’t) the FBI 
harassed m y fam ily and a RCMP [Royal Canadian Mounted Police] m an 
was sent to talk  with me. He asked if I was going to stay in Canada and 
after I said “yes” we had a nice talk about the YM CA camp I was working 
for at the tim e.... I am definitely a deserter... but legal authorities tell m e 
that now I am landed... I am  in no danger o f extradition. The Arm y even 
wrote m y m other to tell her I should come back “because I was losing all 
pay and other benefits.”
I had briefly studied German resistance to H itler and came to the 
conclusion that the present U.S. regime should be resisted in m uch the 
same way. I w as too chicken and was going to go peacefully to ja il 
instead.... I concluded that if I were to kill innocent Vietnamese. I could 
not live with myself. Since living with m yself is important to me (who else 
can I live w ith?), I was about to go to ja il. A lthough this wouldn ’t be as 
good as active rebellion for the antiwar cause, it would have at least m ade 
the U.S. feed and clothe me for five years.... Canada seemed to be nicer 
than a ja il, however, so I chose to opt out o f the struggle. This m akes me 
feel guilty at times.
I sometim es think I should have stayed and fought, but could see 
no way to really do anything meaningful anyway. I would condone 
violent as w ell as nonviolent attem pts to overthrow the present U.S. 
regime because it is unconstitutional (Art. I, Sec. 8). Thom as Jefferson 
said, “God forbid that we should ever go twenty years w ithout such a 
rebellion (Whiskey). The tree o f liberty must constantly be watered w ith 
the blood o f patriots.” ... I don’t frankly know that I am doing anything 
m eaningful here to fight the U.S. Nearly all the natives I meet are also 
against the war, so I am not convincing anyone new about anything. 
Canada has perm itted m e to stay out o f ja il and live with myself. In the 
U.S., I would have had to choose between the two. I f this is a ja il, it sure 
is a big, beautifu l one.
DAvid
S usan L o w eI I
I am in love with David, in a temporal way, and he is going to die. 
Although it is a matter o f choice rather than necessity, I am not 
resigned—but David does not listen. I w ill never be resigned, and he will 
never hear. The end is inescapable, b u tju s tn ow as lam te llin gyou th ese  
things, w e are all suspended in  the waning summer o f 1968 like insects 
caught in amber; time does not move; September is never going to come; 
David will never go.
David is tall and taut and strung-out; he m oves with the latent 
violence, but little o f the grace, o f  a caged cat, restless, ruthless, 
untouchable, and infinitely miserable. He is the blondest person I have 
ever seen; even at eighteen his hair remains the dazzling m etallic shade 
usually found only on little children. I tease him  by saying that when he 
blushes, and he is always blushing, his hair turns pink. And once at 
Disneyland he was walking alone in the sun, with his hair blazing white- 
hot color around his head, and a girl cam e up and asked him  if  she could 
touch it. David tells me about all his girls (and them about me, I suppose) 
as he perches on a chair in m y kitchen, smoking rapidly and clumsily, 
drinking strong black tea, and I pour it out and listen and watch. 
Sometimes he is unearthly beautiful. He is working outdoors this 
summer, so when he comes to see m e he is nearly always sunburned and 
dirty, dressed in a blue denim work shirt made limp by sweat over the 
tenseness o f his body, and frayed jean s tied at the waist with a flourish 
o f twine; his feet are bare and his hair grows long, for he is acting a part.
He is acting a part; he is Hamlet and Huckleberry Finn and 
Lucifer flam ing on his way to hell, and I can often almost see and almost 
hear his attendant demons. They hide in his laugh, peering through the 
chipped teeth o f his somehow precarious smile; he drank a fifth o f Scotch 
one wild night and broke the teeth as he fell, he thinks. He is not sure, 
for he was out a long time. “Wow, w as I sm ashed,” he likes to say, but 
being stoned is better, as there are no aftereffects, except for the 
recurring flashes caused by acid. David has tried everything except for 
heroin, he says, and I believe it, aching with such fear and tenderness 
for him  that the pain is physical, and I twist m y hands together in an 
ancient, involuntary grie f gesture, to  keep from  crying out, “Oh, God, 
David, why?”
It’s fun, he says, it feels good, escaping. Escaping what? Does 
it m atter? He looks down at me, and his ice-blue eyes glitter in his 
scorched face. I don’t know why I should care; I don’t know why he 
should not.
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I m et h im  at a country club at the beginning o f July. I was a guest; 
he was a gardener, ju st com ing o ff w ork  in the m iddle o f that very hot 
morning. I w as standing on the edge o f the swimming pool and staring 
up at the unclouded sky, which looked as hard and brittle as a blue glass 
bowl. Until the rains came the go lf greens had to be watered through the 
night, and David worked from  ten to ten. I cannot rem em ber how or why 
we started to talk, but I do remem ber that he said, “Th is is a good job  if 
I have to have one. They don’t care w hat I do, really. And I like dark. I 
like being alone.” He looked at the shrieking swimmers. “God, I hate this 
club. W hat are you doing here?”
I thought and couldn’t find a reason. “W aiting for college to start, 
I guess,” I said, finally. I pushed m y wet hair out o f m y eyes, and then 
had to squint against the glare. A  sunburn was starting on m y 
shoulders. He said nothing.
“Are you going to school in the fa ll?” I asked.
“No,” he said. “I’m  jo in ing the M arines.”
He goes to boot camp at a place near San Diego on October first. 
H is father is a math professor, and David has always been very bright; 
he had a large scholarship to a good college, but he has turned it down 
and enlisted. “I don’t want to go to college right now ,” he says. And 
laughs, “Besides, I can ’t do math anymore. Grass and num bers ju st 
don’t go.”
He w ill volunteer for the dem olition squad. The m ortality rate is 
eighty percent. He shrugs. But he is so noncommittal and obdurate 
about it that I know it frightens him. He craves destruction; he flings 
h im self away fiercely—yet not absolutely willingly. On the evening o f the 
day that I m et him, before he went to work, he came by m y house; I don’t 
know how  he discovered where I live. But he offered to take me out and 
buy me an ice cream  cone, and I agreed; the night folded around us like 
a b lack wool blanket; we drove in silence. Then he stopped the car by 
the side o f the deserted road and said, “I don’t want to be seen w ith you 
in Baskin-Robbins,” and he flung an arm  across the seat toward me. 
“And I haven’t had a girl near me in so long. Too smashed. Come here— ”
I was angry, and I jerked away.
“Well, I’m  pretty naive,” I told him. “I th ink I want to go hom e.” 
He sat still for a moment, and his face was lost in  the dark. 
“I’m  not very naive,” he said finally, amused. He turned the car 
around. “W ould you hand me those cigarettes, please?”
There were a battered back o f W instons and a booklet o f matches 
wedged in the crevice o f the seat. A fter he had lighted the cigarette and 
the car began to fill w ith smoke, I found m yself idly striking the remaining 
m atches one by one. David said nothing until we arrived at m y house. 
Then he threw the stub o f his cigarette out the window, reached for 
another, and asked. “Are all the m atches gone?”
“Yes,” I said. I opened the door and got out.
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“God damn you,” he said, ran after me, caught me, and m ade a 
more than violent, almost savage pass at me. It was something I had 
never faced before, and I was very briefly afraid, fighting back; I would 
not become an object o f his unhappiness, although the dark secret 
stirrings o f m y blood were bewildering m y brain, and I desired with 
opposing halves o f me both to yield to the hard arms and mouth, and to 
take his head between my hands and say, “My dear, my dear, it is not so 
dreadful here— stop and breathe and let me care for you .” But I did 
neither, for he stopped, and said that sometimes it ju st didn’t work, did 
it, and I looked at him, unexpected tears stinging in m y eyes, and did not 
reply, but reached up and cupped his bristly cheek in my hand, and 
kissed him, and went inside. I thought he would never come back, but 
the next day there was a package for me; brown paper confined with 
ravelling twine, and inside, a present and a note, in David’s enormous 
geometric handwriting. To A  Vestal V irgin From A  (Repentant) Satyr. 
The present was a set of handmade pan-pipes, fashioned o f bamboo and 
string and pitch, and he has taught me to blow a song on them by now, 
for he has come back.
He is always hungry. I feed him whatever there happens to be 
m ost o f in the house—gingerbread, soup, pickles, tea. He will not drink 
coffee, but once he discovered homemade yogurt in the back o f the 
refrigerator and devoured it as systematically as everything else, explaining 
that his Finnish grandmother always used to make a food very like it. My 
m other always comes in to say hello to him; she is torn between horror 
and pity for him, and the result is a sort o f morbid fascination. Also, he 
usually has brought something interesting to show us— a 200-year-old 
English gun from his collection, a tarantula he has captured on the golf 
course, or the guitar he is making for h im self during the fragments of 
days and nights when he is free. He bends his head over each offering 
with the same intense interest; oblivious to the strands o f long hair 
falling across his eyes, he explains that the gun is a matchlock, not a 
flintlock, and here is the maker’s mark. A s he disassembles the weapon 
I notice how his rough hands tremble. And they tremble as he traces the 
curves o f the half-finished guitar. He does not tiy  to touch me after the 
first night.
But he keeps coming back. He fills the ashtrays, lighting each 
cigarette from the butt o f the one before. One day I noticed how oddly 
he was holding them, pinching the tip o f the cigarette between his broken 
fingernails and smoking it to the very end, and I laughed at him. “Habit,” 
he said. It took me a while to realize what he meant.
“I have half a key coming across the border this weekend,” he told 
me, then grinned at the look on m y face. “Do you know what that 
means?"
“H alf a kilo,” I said.
“Good girl,” he said. “You know, if I wanted to corrupt you, I’d 
take you to a drive-in and close all the windows, and I’d smoke till we both 
blew  our minds. That’s what I did with Jill."
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I looked down at the still-sm ouldering contents o f the ashtray. 
Poor Jill!
“But I have m y own highs,” I said. “I’m  ju st delirious all by 
m yself.”
“I— couldn’t corrupt you .” He leaned back and blew  three smoke 
rings into the breathless afternoon; they drifted slowly, inevitably 
upward until they had dissolved into the thunderclouds burgeoning in  
the w estern  sky.
“You ’d be such a great guide... for when I’m  stoned,” said David.
Suddenly he rose, gave me one o f his flawed smiles, and left, 
carrying the guitar as carefully as a live creature. “I’ve only got till 
October to get it fin ished,” he remarked.
A fter he had gone, m y m other cam e and looked at me anxiously.
“There ’s something Bohem ian about that boy.”
“Yes, M other,” I said.
“W ith people like that— oh, dear, you want to save them, but it’s 
ju st too dangerous and there’s no use. You ju st have to stay away— ”
“No,” I said softly.
She did not forbid me to see him; presently she went away. I 
wandered outside, where the clouds were invading the sky. The light 
thickened, and the sun fled, and a hot w ind breathed through the desert. 
The trees ’ dry branches grated against one another unbearably; I heard 
one cricket cry. Both the land and I were filled with yearning for the 
storm, but nonetheless we dreaded the shock o f it, as one fears the onset 
o f a great spasm  o f tears. W hen the dust-devils began to whirl around 
me, prickling m y skin w ith flying sand, I turned and went inside the 
house.
The storm  w as still holding o ff w hen  David called at eight o’clock.
“I need ebony,” he said, “for m y guitar. And I know a little Dutch 
vio lin  m aker who has it, and I’m  going to get some tonight. I’ll pick you 
up in  ten m inutes and have you back in an hour, all right?”
“A ll right,” I said.
My m other frowned. “W here are you going?” she asked.
“I don ’t really know,” I said, and then, mollifying, I added, “It’s 
only an  hour.”
David arrived, barefoot, his clean hair almost incandescent 
around his head and his long body uneasy in freshly starched clothes. 
He w as late.
“I couldn’t get away,” he explained. He never talks m uch about 
his fam ily, ju s t saying once, “They’re really sick about the Marines. But 
they don ’t know me very w ell.” They m ust see the recklessness; they 
don’t know  about the drugs. They don ’t know about me.
Lightning stabbed the black, ragged hills. Like crooked spears, 
I thought, counting under m y breath till the thunder came: “One 
thousand one, one thousand two, one thousand three, one thousand 
four, one thousand five, one— ” It w as striking m ore than a m ile away.
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W hat god w as the god o f w ar and thunder both? Thor? I stole a look at 
the Norseman beside me, and m y thoughts cam e full circle and stopped. 
The car went faster; the night hurtled past us. It was a dark and barbaric 
mob running in the opposite direction, and if  we had slowed it would have 
killed us, but we did not stop at all, and we w ere safe. The headlights 
were slicing us a path, since clouds had blanked out all the stars. But 
w hen we came down into the electric city, I w as sorry, for it looked very 
tame and sullen; its air was immobile. W e parked on a rundown street 
where the small silent houses were only interm ittently lighted. David 
knocked on a door, and after a moment, a m an ’s accented voice called, 
“I come! I come!” Uneven footsteps hurried toward us, and the screen 
door banged open.
“Hello, Hans,” said David.
“Ah, David, how are you now? Come in ,” said the voice, a little 
breathlessly.
David walked through the door, ducking slightly, for it w as low, 
and I followed. The room was a shop, dim ly lighted and crammed with 
stringed musical instruments in various stages o f being repaired. Cellos 
and basses leaned drunkenly against the walls; violins and violas 
dangled from  racks or had been laid out for inspection upon pieces o f 
green velvet, like elegant corpses. I breathed in  the odors o f resin and 
glue and looked at Hans, who was a little man, as soft and grey as the 
dust-fluffs on the floor. David did not introduce us.
“So. How is the guitar?” Hans asked, rubbing his hands slowly 
up and down on his apron.
“Fine,” said David. “The m ahogany is beautiful, but now I need 
ebony for the neck. And can you turn the pegs fo rm e?  I can ’t carve them 
well enough.”
“Sure. Sure.” H is voice was very gentle, part o f the shadows. 
“And the ebony— well, you come and you see w hat I have. It’s in the back 
room .”
W e passed through another door and into a storeroom. David 
rummaged quickly through the piled wood, choosing the pieces he 
needed; Hans and I stood by and did not talk.
Hans would not take money for the ebony. “No— you pay when 
everything is done, all right?” So David stuffed his m oney back in his 
pocket and grinned at the little man. “Thanks, Hans,” he said.
“It is all right,” Hans repeated, and a sm ile tinged his grey 
features, too. “And now. Can I give you something— something to drink? 
And the young lady,” he said, turning.
“What do you have?” asked David.
“I shall see,” said Hans. He disappeared and we heard clinkings 
and bangings. “Only gin, “ he announced. “I am sorry.”
“That’s fine,” said David.
W e sat in Hans’ cluttered kitchen while David m ixed his own gin 
and water; he gave me one sip, which was so strong that it singed my
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throat. Hans stared at a point on the wall directly over m y head; he and 
I did not drink. The speckled lightbulb over the kitchen table seemed to 
sway slightly, but there was no breeze at all. A fter two drinks we left. 
Hans did not get up.
“Goodbye, David," he said.
Outside, the night was feverish. David and I stood together on 
the sidewalk, and the moment lengthened into a pause. Then he laid the 
lovely ebony on the seat o f the car, and said, “Let’s go for a walk. There’s 
tim e.”
It was Friday night, and I knew that no one at m y house would 
come home until eleven, so I agreed. And then, for the first time, he laid 
his arm around m y shoulders to steer me up the street, and I slipped my 
arm around his waist, and we walked together, with our bare feet making 
soft flapping noises against the concrete o f the sidewalk, which was still 
flesh-warm  from  the heat o f the day. W e moved unevenly, somehow; 
David was a little drunk. And so was I. His body felt firm  and slender 
as a young tree, but one with roots blown loose in the earth, so tall and 
swaying against m y body. W e went to the end o f the street and stopped 
in front o f a tiny shabby house where no one lived; David stared at one 
o f the cracked w indows and pointed to a sign propped up in the corner.
“My sister drew that,” he said.
It was hand-lettered, in an eccentric and unbeautiful way. It 
said, “For Rent. Inquire W ith in .”
“She and her husband used to live here,” he said thoughtfully. 
“They ’re in  Mexico now, I guess— living on m ushroom s and birth control 
pills.” He laughed.
W e drove home too fast, but I was no longer exhilarated by speed 
and darkness, and I wondered what m y m other was going to say. But 
when we got home the house was still empty, and I was glad. I got out 
o f the car. David followed.
“Can I come in?” he asked. I hesitated.
“Please let m e come in,” he said. “I don’t want to drive home like 
this. W ill you make me some tea?”
I took a breath to say No and and said Yes. W e went into the 
house, where the sm ells o f fam ily supper still hung, and I brewed strong 
b lack tea for him  and found some cookies. He folded h im self onto a 
couch, eating hungrily, drinking three cups o f tea, saying outrageous 
things. Laughter flared between us, and I forgot to be afraid; for once, 
David ’s m irage eyes did not seem so distant. “Th is is a nice place. I feel 
comfortable here,” he said, with his mouth half full. “I tell you what, 
when I get out o f the Marines, I’m  going to go to Columbia University, and 
you can m ake me cookies.” And when he left, before m y fam ily arrived, 
we were still laughing. And the noise o f thunder came closer and more 
continuously as David slammed the car door and rumbled away. There 
was one trem endous thunderclap.
“It ’s going to rain !” I said, ears ringing, and then at last the first 
drops began to fall.
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The storm  seemed to have held its peace for so long only to gather 
strength for a great attack, because all through that night it roared 
around the house. Rain sheeted o ff the eaves and rippled the glass o f m y 
window, so that every time lightning snatched the darkness back, I 
caught glimpses o f a strange and wavering world outside. I lay awake—  
storms enthrall me. But presently the wind began to change its tune, 
and it was a wom an’s keening, keening fiercer than all the brutality o f 
the storm. It was more than I could bear; I felt for the radio switch and 
tuned another voice out o f the darkness:
W ell you know that it would be untrue 
You know that I would be a liar 
I f i was to go and tell you,
“Girl, we couldn’t get much higher— ”*
I lay in bed, listening. It was a very sad song.
Come on, baby, light my fire.
Come on, baby, light my fire.
Try to set the night on— fire.
“Jose Feliciano with ‘Light My Fire,’ one o f the number-one songs 
for summer, 1968. Too much, man! And it’s twelve fifty-nine on a rainy 
night in the city and time for KTKT radio news.” The announcer put on 
his serious voice: “Three teenagers were killed tonight in a two-car crash 
at the intersection o f Campbell Avenue and River Road. Dead are John 
Swain, nineteen; Kathy Cywinsky, nineteen; and David Anderson, 
eighteen. Apparently Swain and Anderson— ”
My heart jerked and began to beat very heavily; I felt as though 
the contractions were explosions that carried to each separate cell o f m y 
body. The announcer, who had never really paused, went on. “— were 
the drivers o f the vehicles. Police blamed the accident on the storm. No 
further details— ”
I pushed the switch and lay there paralyzed between the pillow 
and the sheets, ju st feeling m y blood crawl through m y veins. There w as 
nothing I could do; I think I slept. For, sooner than I would have though, 
morning came, and midday, and afternoon, and twilight, and there was 
nothing I could do. The words o f last night’s song revolved dully in m y 
head until I wanted to cry out.
The time for hesitation’s through.
No time to wallow in the mire.
Try now, we could only lose.
We could only lose.
W e could only lose.
* "Light My Fire,” by The Doors. Copyright © 1967 by The Doors Music Co. All rights 
reserved.
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A fter supper the telephone rang, and m y m other answered it. 
Then  she handed m e the receiver. “For you ,” she said. I took it.
“Hello?" said the voice at the other end. I caught m y breath: it 
w as David.
“It w asn ’t you !” I said, clutching the receiver very  hard in joy . I 
had forgotten what a common name he had.
“No,” he told me. “But people have been asking me if  I were dead 
all day. It’s funny.”
“Yes, I guess so,” I said, and smiled.
“I’m  going to be really busy fin ishing the guitar now that I’ve got 
the ebony, because there’s not m uch time. So I don’t know when I’ll come 
by again.” Then  he said something about corruption that I didn’t quite 
understand. “I have to do some other things before I go. I can ’t take 
anything w ith me, and people keep giving m e stuff. Three Bibles! God!"
I w as laughing.
“M ary?”
“David?”
“Nothing. I’ll see you.”
“A ll right,” I said. I replaced the receiver on its cradle.
And he comes, but not very often now. And the days go by. And 
som etim es I go alone for walks in the desert ju s t before sunset, and I lean 
against a tree and think. I wonder how much older I am  getting. Does 
it m atter? I caress David ’s pan-pipes between m y fingers, but I cannot 
blow  a note: he is going Viking, and I m ight be thinking battle cries, but 
there are other words moving in m y mind. The world I see has color 
enough to m ake m e drunk— and where he is going there is only green, 
twisting, choking, exploding with prim eval and now the war’s cruelty, 
and the only respite from  the green w ill be, because he cannot change 
h is course, David ’s golden silver hair and his scarlet blood. He does not 
love me. It does not matter. I will be happy, in the darkness and the light, 
and still I w ill be m ourning him  a little, always.
ThE LAkE Was Full of ARTificiAl Thioiqs
K aren Joy Fo w Ler
Daniel was older than Miranda had expected. In 1970, when they 
had said good-bye, he had been twenty-two. Two years later he was dead, 
but now, approaching her with the bouncing w alk which had suited his 
personality so well, he appeared as a middle-aged m an and quite gray, 
though solid and muscular. She noted with relief that he was smiling. 
“Randy!” he said. He laughed delightedly. “You look wonderful.”
M iranda glanced down at herself, wondering what, in fact, she 
did look like or i f  she had any form  at all. She saw the flesh o f her arms 
firm  again and the skin smooth and tight. So she was the twenty-year 
old. Isn ’t that odd, she thought, turning her hands palms up to examine 
them. Then Daniel reached her. The sun was bright in the sky behind 
him, obscuring his face, giving him  a halo. He put his arms around her. 
I feel him, she thought in astonishment. I smell him. She breathed in 
slowly. “Hello, Daniel,” she said.
He squeezed her slightly, then dropped his arms and looked 
around. Miranda looked outward, too. They were on the college campus. 
Surely this was not the setting she would have chosen. It unsettled her, 
as if she had been sent backward in time and gifted with prescience, but 
remained powerless to make any changes, was doomed to see it all again, 
moving to its inevitable conclusion. Daniel, however, seemed pleased.
He pointed o ff to the right. “There’s the creek,” he said, and 
suddenly she could hear it. “Memories there, right?” and she remembered 
lying beneath him  on the grass by the water. She put her hands on his 
shoulders now; his clothes were rough against her palms and m ilitary—  
like his hair. He gestured to the round brick building behind her. 
‘To llm an  Hall,” he said. “Am  I right? God, this is great, Randy. I 
remember everything. Total recall. I had Physics 10 there with Dr. 
Fielding. Physics for non-majors. I couldn’t manage m y vectors and I 
g o ta B .” He laughed again, throwing an arm around Miranda. “It’s great 
to be back.”
They began to walk together toward the center o f campus, slow 
walking with no destination, designed for conversation. They were all 
alone, M iranda noticed. The campus was deserted, then suddenly it 
wasn’t. Students appeared on the pathways. Long-hairs with headbands 
and straights with slide rules. Justw hat she remembered. T e llm e w h a t  
everyone’s been doing,” Daniel said. “It’s been what? Th irty years? D on ’t 
leave out a thing.”
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Miranda stooped and picked a small daisy out o f the grass. She 
twirled it absentmindedly in her fingers. It left a green stain on her 
thumb. Daniel stopped walking and waited beside her. “W ell,” Miranda 
said. “I’ve lost touch with most o f them. Gail got a job  on Le Monde. She 
w en tto  Germany for the re-unification. I heard she was living there. The 
anti-nuclear movement was her permanent beat. She could still be 
there, I suppose.”
“So she’s still a radical,” said Daniel. “W hat stamina.”
“Margaret bought a bakery in San Francisco. Sixties cuisine. 
Whole grains. Tofu brownies. Heaviest cookies west o f the Rockies. 
W e’re in the same cable chapter so I keep up with her better. I saw her 
last marriage on TV. She’s been married three times now, every one a 
loser.”
“W hat about A llen?” Daniel asked.
“A llen ,” repeated Miranda. “Well, A llen had a promising career 
in jogging shoes. He was making great strides.” She glanced at Daniel’s 
face. “Sorry,” she said. “A llen always brought out the worst in me. He 
lost his father in an air collision over Kennedy. Sued the airline and 
discovered he never had to work again. In short, A llen is rich. Last I 
heard, and this was maybe twenty years ago, he was headed to the 
Philippines to buy him self a submissive bride.” She saw Daniel smile, 
the lines in his face deepening with his expression. “Oh, you ’d like to 
blame me for Allen, wouldn’t you?” she said. “But it wouldn’t be fair. I 
dated him  m aybe three times, tops.” Miranda shook her head. “Such 
an enthusiastic participant in the sexual revolution. And then it all 
turned to wom en’s liberation on him. Poor Allen. W e can only hope his 
tiny w ife divorced him and won a large settlement when you could still 
get alimony.”
Daniel m oved closer to her and they began to walk again, passing 
under the shade o f a redwood grove. The grass changed to needles under 
their feet. “You needn’t be so hard on A llen,” he said. “I never minded 
about him. I always knew you loved m e.”
“Did you?” asked Miranda anxiously. She looked at her feet, 
afraid to examine Daniel’s face. M y god, she was wearing moccasins. 
Had she ever worn moccasins? “I did get married, Daniel,” she said. “I 
married a mathematician. His name was Michael.” M iranda dropped 
her daisy, petals intact.
Daniel continued to walk, swinging his arms easily. “Well, you 
were always hot for mathematics. I didn’t expect you to mourn me 
forever.”
“So it’s all right?”
Daniel stopped, turning to face her. He was still smiling, though 
it was not quite the smile she expected, not quite the easy, happy smile 
she remembered. “It’s all right that you got married, Randy,” he said 
softly. Something passed over his face and left it. “Hey!” he laughed 
again. “I rem em ber something else from  Physics 10. Zeno’s paradox. 
You know what that is?”
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“No,” said Miranda.
“It’s an argument. Zeno argued that m otion was impossible 
because it required an object to pass through an infinite num ber o f 
points in a finite amount o f tim e.” Daniel swung his arms energetically. 
“Th ink about it for a m inute, Randy. Can you fault it? Then think about 
how far I came to be here w ith you .”
“Miranda, M iranda.” It was her m other’s voice, rousing her for 
school. Only then it wasn’t. It was Dr. Matsui who m erely sounded 
maternal, despite the fact that she had no children o f her own and was 
not yet thirty. M iranda felt her chair returning slowly to its upright 
position. “Are you back?" Dr. Matsui asked. “How did it go?"
“It was short,” M iranda told her. She pulled the taped w ires 
gently from  her lids and opened her eyes. Dr. Matsui was seated beside 
her, reaching into M iranda’s hair to detach the clips which touched her 
scalp.
“Perhaps we recalled you too early,” she conceded. “Matthew 
spotted an apex so we pulled the plug. W e ju st wanted a happy ending. 
It was happy, wasn’t it?”
“Yes. ” Dr. Matsui’s hair, parted on one side and curving smoothly 
under her chin, bobbed before M iranda’s face. M iranda touched it 
briefly, then her own hair, her cheeks, and her nose. They felt solid under 
her hand, real, but no m ore so than Daniel had been. “Yes, it was,” she 
repeated. “He was so happy to see me. So glad to be back. But, Anna, 
he was so real. I thought you said it would be like a dream.”
“No,” Dr. Matsui told her. “I said it wouldn’t be. I said it w as a 
m em ory o f something that never happened and in that respect was like 
a dream. I wasn’t speaking to the quality o f the experience.” She rolled 
her chair to the monitor and stripped the long feed-out sheet from  it, 
tracing the curves quickly with one finger. Matthew, her technician, 
came to stand behind her. He leaned over her left shoulder, pointing. 
“There,” he said. “That’s Daniel. That’s what I put in.”
Dr. Matsui returned her chair to M iranda’s side. “Here’s the 
m ap,” she said. “Maybe I can explain better.”
M iranda tried to sit forward. One remaining clip pulled her hair 
and m ade her inhale sharply. She reached up to detach herself. “Sorry,” 
said Dr. Matsui sheepishly. She held out the paper for M iranda to see. 
“The dark wave is the Daniel we recorded off your m em ories earlier. 
Happy memories, right? You can see the fainter echo here as you 
responded to it with the original memories. Th ink o f it as m em oiy 
squared. Naturally, it’s going to be intense. Then, everything else here 
is the record o f the additional activity you brought to this particular 
session. Look at these sharp peaks at the beginning. They indicate 
stress. You ’ll see that nowhere else do they recur. On paper it looks to 
have been an entirely successful session. O f course, only you know the 
content o f the experience.” Her dark eyes were searching and sympathetic.
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“W ell,” she said. “Do you feel better about him .”
“Yes,” said Miranda. “I feel better.”
“W onderful.” Dr. Matsui handed the feedback to Matthew. 
“Store it,” she told him.
“M iranda spoke hesitatingly. “I had other things I wanted to say 
to h im .,” she said. “It doesn’t feel resolved.”
“I don ’t think the sessions ever resolve things,” Dr. Matsui said, 
“the best they can do is open the m ind to resolution. The resolution still 
has to be found in the real world.”
“Can I see him  again?” M iranda asked.
Dr. M atsui laced her fingers and pressed them  to her chest. “A  
repeat would be less expensive, of course,” she said. “Since w e’ve already 
got Daniel. W e could ju st run him through again. Still, I’m  reluctant to 
advise it. I wonder what else we could possibly gain .”
“Please, Anna,” said Miranda. She was looking down at her arms, 
rem em bering how firm ly fleshed they had seemed.
“Let’s w ait and see how you ’re feeling after our next couple 
regular visits. I f  the old regrets persist and, more importantly, if  they’re 
still interfering with your ability to get on with things, then ask me again.” 
She was standing. Miranda swung her legs over the side o f the 
chair and stood, too. Matthew walked with her to the door o f the office. 
“W e’ve got a goalie coming in next,” he confided. “She stepped into the 
goal while holding the ball; she wants to rem em ber it the w ay it didn’t 
happen. Self-indulgent i f  you ask me. But then, athletes make the 
money, right?” He held the door open, his arm stretched in front of 
Miranda. “You feel better, don’t you?” he asked.
“Yes,” she reassured him.
She m et Daniel for lunch at Frank Fats Cafe. They ordered fried 
clams and scallops, but the food never came. Daniel was twenty again 
and luminescent w ith youth. His hair was blond and his face was 
smooth. Had he really been so beautiful? Miranda wondered.
“I’d love a coke,” he said. “I haven’t had one in thirty years.” 
“You ’re kidding,” said Miranda. “They don’t have the real thing 
in  heaven?”
Daniel looked puzzled.
“Skip it,” she told him. “I was ju st wondering w hat it ’s like being 
dead. You could tell m e.”
“It ’s classified,” said Daniel. “On a need to know basis.” 
M iranda picked up her fork which was heavy and cold. “Th is time 
it’s you who looks wonderful. Positively beatific. Last time you looked 
so— ” she started to say old, but amended it. A fter all, he had looked no 
older than she did these days. Such things were relative. “T ired ,” she 
finished.
“No, I w asn ’t tired,” Daniel told her. “It was the war.”
“The w ar’s over now,” Miranda said and this time his smile was 
decidedly unpleasant.
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“Is it?” he asked. “Just because you don’t read about it in  the 
paper now? Just because you watch the evening news and there’s no 
body count on the screen?”
‘Television ’s not like that now,” Miranda began, but Daniel 
hadn’t stopped talking.
“W hat’s really going on in Southeast Asia? Do you even know?” 
Daniel shook his head. “Wars neverend,” he said. He leaned threateningly 
over the table. “Do you imagine for one m inute that it’s over for me?"
Miranda slammed her fork down. “Don’t do that,” she said. 
“Don’t try to make me guilty o f that, too. You didn’t have to go. I begged 
you not to. Jesus, you knew what the war was. I f you ’d gone o ff to save 
the world from communist aggression, I would have disagreed, but I 
could have understood. But you knew better than that. I never forgave 
you for going.”
“It was so easy for you to see what was right,” Daniel responded 
angrily. “You were completely safe. You women could graduate w ithout 
losing your deferment. Your goddamn birthday wasn’t drawn twelfth in 
the draft lottery and if it had been you wouldn’t have cared. W hen w as 
your birthday drawn? You don’t even know.” Daniel leaned back and 
looked out the window. People appeared in the street. A  woman in a red 
miniskirt got into a blue car. Then Daniel faced her again, large before 
Miranda. She couldn’t shut him out. “‘Go to Canada,’ you said. T h a t ’s 
what I’d do.’ I wonder. Could you have married your mathematician in 
Canada? I can ju st picture you saying good-bye to your m other forever.”
“My m other’s dead now,” said Miranda. A  knot o f tears tightened 
about her throat.
“And so the hell am I." Daniel reached for her wrists, holding 
them too hard, hurting her deliberately. “But you ’re not, are you? You ’re 
ju st fine.”
There was a voice behind Daniel. “Miranda, Miranda," it called.
“Mother," cried Miranda. But, o f course it wasn’t, it was Anna 
Matsui, gripping her wrists, bringing her back. Miranda gasped for 
breath and Dr. Matsui let go o f her. “It was awful," said Miranda. She 
began to cry. “He accused me...” She pulled the wired from  her eyes 
recklessly. Tears spilled out o f them. Miranda ached all over.
“He accused you o f nothing.” Dr. Matsui’s voice was sharp and 
disappointed. “You accused yourself. The same old accusations. W e 
made Daniel out o f you, remember?” She rolled her chair backward, 
moved to the monitor for the feedback. Matthew handed it to her and she 
read it, shaking her head. Her short black hair flew against her cheeks. 
“It shouldn’t have happened,” she said. “We used only the m emories that 
made you happy. And with your gift for lucid dreaming— well, I didn’t 
think there was a risk.” Her face was apologetic as she handed Miranda 
a tissue and waited for the crying to stop. “Matthew wanted to recall you 
earlier,” she confessed, “but I didn’t want it to end this way.”
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“No!” said Miranda. “W e can’t stop now. I never answered him .” 
“You only need to answer yourself. It’s your memory and 
imagination confronting you. He speaks only with your voice, he 
behaves only as you expect him  to.” Dr. Matsui examined the feedback 
map again. “I should never have agreed to a repeat. I certainly won’t send 
you back.” She looked at Miranda and softened her voice. “Lie still. Lie 
still until you feel better.”
“Like in another thirty years?” asked Miranda. She closed her 
eyes; her head hurt from  the crying and the wires. She reached up to 
detach one close to her ear. “Everything he said to me was true,” she 
added tonelessly.
“M any things he didn’t say are bound to be true as well,” Dr. 
Matsui pointed out. “Therapy is not really concerned w ith truth which 
is almost always m erely a m atter of perspective. Therapy is concerned 
with adjustment— adjustment to an unchangeable situation or to a 
changing truth.” She lifted a pen from her collar, clicking the point in 
and out absentmindedly. “In any given case,” she continued, “we face 
a num ber o f elements w ithin our control and a far greater number 
beyond it. In a case such as yours, where the patient has felt profoundly 
and morbidly guilty over an extended period o f time, it is because she is 
focusing almost exclusively on her own behavior. ‘I f  only I hadn’t done 
x ,’ she thinks, ‘then y  would never have happened.’ Do you understand 
what I’m  saying, M iranda?”
“No.”
“In these sessions w e try to show you what m ight have happened 
i f  the elements you couldn’t control were changed. In your case we let 
you experience a continued relationship with Daniel. You see that you 
bore him no malice. You wished him nothing ill. I f  he had come back 
the bitterness o f your last meeting would have been unimportant.”
“He asked me to m a n y  him ,” said Miranda. “He asked me to wait 
for him. I told you that. And I said that I was already seeing Allen. Allen! 
I said as far as I was concerned he was already gone.”
“You wish you could change that, o f course. But what you really 
want to change is his death and that was beyond your control.” Dr. 
Matsui’s face w as sweet and intense.
M iranda shook her head. “You’re not listening to me, Anna. Ito ld  
you what happened, but I lied about why it happened. I pretended we 
had political differences. I thought m y behavior would be palatable i f  it 
looked like a m atter o f conscience. But really I dated A llen  for the first 
time before Daniel had even been drafted. Because I knew what was 
coming. I saw that his life was about to get complicated and messy. And 
I saw a way out o f it. For me, o f course. Not for him .” Miranda began 
to pick unhappily at the loose skin around her nails. “W hat do you think 
o f that?” she asked. “W hat do you think o f m e now?”
“W hat do you th ink?” Dr. Matsui said and M iranda responded in 
disgust.
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“I know what/think. I think I’m  sick o f talking to myself. Is that 
the best you therapists can manage? I think I ’ll stay home and talk  to 
the m irrors.” She pulled o ff the remaining connections to her scalp and 
sat up. “Matthew,” she said. “Matthew.!”
Matthew came to the side o f her chair. He looked thin, concerned, 
and awkward. W hat a baby he was, really, she thought. He couldn’t be 
more than twenty-five. “How old are you, Matthew?” she asked.
“Twenty-seven. ”
“Be a hell o f a time to die, wouldn’t it?” She watched Matthew put 
a nervous hand on his short brown hair and run it backward. “I want 
your opinion about something, Matthew. A  hypothetical case. I’m  
trusting you to answer honestly.”
Matthew glanced at Dr. Matsui who gestured with herpen forh im  
to go ahead. He turned back to Miranda. “What would you think o f a 
woman who deserted her lover, a man she really claimed to love, because 
he got sick and she didn’t want to face the unpleasantness o f it?”
Matthew spoke carefully. “I would imagine that it was motivated 
by cowardice rather than cruelty,” he said. “I think we should always 
forgive sins o f cowardice. Even our own.” He stood looking at Miranda 
with his earnest, innocent face.
“All right, Matthew,” she said. T h a n k  you.” She lay back down 
in the chair and listened to the hum o f the idle machines. “Anna,” she 
said. “He didn’t behave as I expected. I mean, sometimes he did and 
sometimes he didn’t. Even the first time."
T e l l  me about it,” said Dr. Matsui.
T h e  first session he was older than I expected. Like he hadn’t 
died, but had continued to age along with m e.”
“Wish fulfillment.”
“Yes, but I was surprisedby it. And I was surprised by the setting. 
And he said something very odd right at the end. He quoted me Zeno’s 
paradox and it really exists, but I never heard it before. It didn’t sound 
like something Daniel would say, either. It sounded more like my 
husband, Michael. Where did it come from?”
“Probably from ju st where you said,” Dr. Matsui told her. 
“Michael. You don’t think you remember it, but obviously you did. And 
husbands and lovers are bound to resemble each other, don ’t you think? 
W e often get bits o f overlap. Our parents show up one way or another 
in almost all our mem ories.” Dr. Matsui stood. “Come in Tuesday,” she 
said. “W e’ll talk some more.”
“I’d like to see him one more time,” said Miranda.
“Absolutely not,” Dr. Matsui answered, returning M iranda’s 
chair to its upright position.
“Where are we, Daniel?” Miranda asked. She couldn’t see 
anything.
“Camp Pendleton,” he answered. “On the beach. I used to run 
here mornings. Guys would bring their girlfriends. Not me, o f course.”
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Miranda watched the landscape fill in  as he spoke. Fog remained. 
It was early and overcast. She heard the ocean and felt the wet, heavy 
air begin to curl her hair. She was barefoot on the sand and a little cold. 
“I’m  so sorry, Daniel,” she said. “That’s all I ever really wanted to tell you. 
I loved you .”
“I know you did.” He put his arm around her. She leaned against 
him. I m ust look like his mother, she thought; in fact, her own son was 
older than Daniel now. She looked at him carefully. He must have ju st 
arrived at camp. The hair had been all but shaved from  his head.
“Maybe you were right, anyway," Daniel told her. “Maybe I ju st 
shouldn’t have gone. I was so angry at you by then I didn’t care anymore. 
I even thought about dying with some sense o f anticipation. Petulant, 
you know, like a little kid. I’ll go and get killed and then she’ll be sorry.” 
“And she was,” said Miranda. “God, was she.” She turned to face 
him, pressed her lined cheek against his chest, smelled his clothes. He 
must have started smoking again. Daniel put both arms around her. 
She heard a gull cry out ecstatically.
“But when the time came I really didn’t want to die," Daniel’s 
voice took on an unfamiliar edge, frightened, slightly hoarse. “When the 
time came I was willing to do anything rather than die.” He hid his face 
in her neck. “Do you have kids?” he asked. “Did you and Michael ever?” 
“A  son,” she said.
“How old? About six?”
Miranda wasn’t sure how old Jerem y was now. It changed every 
year. But she told him, wonderingly. “O f course not, Daniel. He’s all 
grow nup. He owns a pizza franchise, can you believe it? He thinks I’m  
a bore.”
“Because I killed a kid during the war. A  kid about six years old. 
I figured it was him or me. I shot him .” Miranda pushed back from 
Daniel, trying to get a good look at his face. “They used kids, you know,” 
he said. “They counted on us not being able to kill them. I saw this little 
boy com ing for me w ith his hands behind his back. I told him to stop. 
I shouted for him to stop. I pointed m y rifle and said I was going to kill 
him. but he kept com ing.”
“Oh, Daniel,” said Miranda. “Maybe he didn’t speak English.” 
“A  pointed rifle is universal. He walked into the bullet.”
“W hat was he carrying?”
“Nothing," said Daniel. “How could I know?”
“Daniel,” M iranda said. “I don’t believe you. You wouldn’t do 
that.” H erw ords unsettled her even more. “Not the way I remember you,” 
she said. “Th is is not the way I remember you.”
“It’s so easy for you to see what’s right,” said Daniel.
I’m  going back, thought Miranda. Where am I really? I must be 
with Anna, but then she remembered that she was not. She was in her 
own study. She worked to feel the study chair beneath her, the ache in 
her back as she curved over her desk. Her feet dangled by the wheels;
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she concentrated until she could feel them. She saw her own hand, still 
holding her pencil, and she put it down. Things seemed very clear to her. 
She walked to the bedroom  and summoned Dr. Matsui over the console. 
She waited perhaps fifteen m inutes before Anna appeared.
“Daniel’s the one with the problem ,” M iranda said. “It’s not me, 
after all.”
“There is no Daniel.” Dr. Matsui’s voice betrayed a startled 
concern. “Except in your mind and on m y tapes. Apart from  you, no 
Daniel.”
“No. He came for me again. Just like in our sessions. Just as 
intense. Do you understand? Not a dream ,” she cut o ff Dr. Matsui’s 
protest. “It was not a dream, because I wasn’t asleep. I was working and 
then I was with him. I could feel him. I could smell him. He told m e an 
absolutely horrible story about killing a child during the war. W here 
would I have gotten that? Not the sort o f thing they send home in  their 
letters to the bereaved.”
“There were a thousand ugly stories out o f V ietnam ,” sad Dr. 
Matsui. “I know some and I wasn’t even b om  yet. Or ju s t barely born. 
Rem em ber My Lai?” M iranda watched her image clasp its hands. “You 
heard this story somewhere. It becam e part o f your concept o f the war. 
So you put it together now with Daniel.” Dr. Matsui’s voice took on its 
professional patina. I’d like you to come in, Miranda. I’d like to take a 
complete read-out and keep you monitored a while. Maybe overnight. I 
don’t like the turn this is taking.
“A ll right,” said Miranda. “I don’t want to be alone anyway. 
Because he’s going to come again.”
“No,” said Dr. Matsui firmly. “He’s not.”
M iranda took the elevator to the garage and unlocked her bicycle. 
She was not frightened and wondered why not. She felt unhappy and 
uncertain, but in complete control o f herself. She pushed out into the 
bike lane. W hen the helicopter appeared overhead, M iranda knew 
im m ediately where she was. Abanana tree sketched itself in on her right. 
There was a smell in the air which was strange to her. Old diesel engines, 
which she recognized, but also something organic. A  lushness almost 
turned to rot. In the distance the breathtaking green o f rice growing. But 
the dirt at her feet was bare.
Miranda had never imagined a war could be so quiet. Then she 
heard the chopper. And she heard Daniel. He was screaming. He stood 
right next to her, beside a pile o f sandbags, his rifle stretched out before 
him. A  small, delicately featured child was ju st walking into M iranda’s 
view, his arms held behind him. A ll M iranda had to do was lift her hand.
“No , Daniel," she said. “His hands are em pty.”
Daniel didn’t move. The war stopped. “I killed him, Randy,” said 
Daniel. “You can’t change that.”
M iranda looked at the boy. His eyes were dark, a streak o f dust 
ran all the way up one shoulder and onto his face. He was barefoot. “I
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know,” she said. “I can’t help him .” The child faded and disappeared. 
“I’m  trying to help you.” The boy reappeared again, back further, at the 
very edge o f her vision. He was beautiful, unbearably young. He began 
to w alk to them  once more.
“Can you help m e?” Daniel asked.
M iranda pressed her palm  into his back. He wore no shirt and 
was slick and sweaty. “I don’t know,” she said. “W as it a crime of 
cowardice or o f cruelty? I’m  told you can be forgiven the one, but not the 
other.”
Daniel dropped his rifle into the dirt. The landscape turned 
slowly about them, became mountainous. The air smelled cleaner and 
was cold.
A  bird flew  over them  in a beautiful arc, and then it becam e a 
baseball and began to fall in slow motion, and then it becam e death and 
she could plot its trajectory. It was aimed at Daniel whose rifle had 
reappeared in  his hands. Now, Miranda thought. She could stay and die 
w ith Daniel the way she’d always believed she should. Death moved so 
slowly in the sky. She could see it, moment to moment, descending like 
a series o f scarcely differentiated still frames. “Look, Daniel,” she said. 
“It’s Zeno’s paradox in reverse. Finite points. Infinite tim e.” How long 
did she have to make this decision? A  lifetime. Her lifetime.
Daniel would not look up. He reached out his hand to touch her 
hair. Gray, she knew. Her grey under his young hand. He was twenty- 
four. “Don ’t stay,” he said. “Do you think I would have wanted you to? 
I would never have wanted that.”
So M iranda moved away from  his hand and found she was glad 
to do so. “I always loved you ,” she said as i f  it mattered. “Good-bye, 
Daniel,” but he had already looked away. Other soldiers materialized 
beside him  and death grew to accommodate them. But they wouldn’t all 
die. Some would survive in pieces, she thought. And some would survive 
whole. W ouldn ’t they?
HOMECOMiNQ
ShinlEy A nn G rau
The telegram was in  the m iddle o f the dining room table. It was 
leaning against the cut-glass bowl that sometimes held oranges, only 
this week nobody had bought any. There w asjust the empty bowl, lightly 
dust coated and flecked with orange oil. And the telegram.
“Did you have to put it there?” Susan asked her mother.
“It’s nothing to be ashamed of,” her mother said.
“I’m  not ashamed,” she said, “but why did you put it there?" 
“It’s something to be proud of.”
“It looks just like a sign.”
“People w ill want to see it,” her m other said.
“Yes,” Susan said. “I guess they w ill.”
She took her time dressing, deliberately. Twice her m other called up the 
stairs. “Susan, hurry. I told people any time after three o ’clock.”
And they were prompt, some o f them anyway. (How m any had 
her m other asked? She’d been such a long time on the phone this 
morning...) Susan had heard them come, heard theirvo ices echo in the 
high-ceilinged hall, heard the boards creak with unaccustomed weight. 
She could follow their movements in the sounds o f the old boards. As 
clearly as if she were looking at them, she knew that the wom en had 
stayed inside and the m en had moved to the porches.
Wide porches ran completely around two sides o f the house, 
south and west. “Porches are best in old houses like this,” her mother 
often said. “Good, useful porches.”
The west porch was the morning porch. Its deep overhang kept 
o ff the sun even in these July afternoons. There was a little fringe o f 
moonflower vine too, across the eaves, like lace on a doily. The big white 
moonflowers opened each night like white stars and each morning, like 
squashed bugs, dropped to the ground. They were trained so carefully 
on little concealed w ires up there that they never once littered the 
porch... The south porch was the winter porch. The slanted w inter sun 
always reached that side, bare and clear, no vines, no planting. A  porch 
for old people. W here the w inter sun could warm their thin blood, and 
send it pumping through knotty blue veins. Her grandmother sat out 
there, sightless in the sun, all one winter. Every good day, every 
afternoon until she died...
Susan always thought one porch was much bigger until she 
measured them— carefully, on hands and knees, with a tape measure.
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How funny, she thought; they seemed so different to be ju s t the same.
On this particular afternoon, as Susan came downstairs— 
slowly, reluctantly, hesitating at each step— she glanced toward the 
sound o f m en's voices on the south porch. Looking through the screen 
into the light, she saw no faces, ju s t the glaring dazzle o f white shirts. 
She heard the little rattle o f ice in their glasses and she smelled the faint 
m usty sweet odor o f bourbon.
Like a wake, she thought. Exactly like a wake.
Her m other called; “In the dining room, dear.”
There w as coffee on the table, and an ice bucket and a bottle of 
sherry and two bottles o f bourbon. “Come in, Susan,” her m other said. 
“The girls are here to see you .”
O f course, Susan thought. They had to be first, her m other’s best 
friends, Mrs. Benson and Mrs. Watkins, each holding a sherry glass. 
Each kissed her, each with a pu ff o f faint flower scent from  the folds of 
their flowered dresses. “W e are so sorry, Susan,” they said one after the 
other.
Susan started to say thank you and then decided to say nothing.
Mrs. Benson peered over her sherry glass at the telegram 
propped on the table next to the good silver coffeepot. "I thought the 
Defense Departm ent sent them ,” she said, “that’s what I always heard.”
Susan’s m other said emphatically, her light voice straining over 
the words, ju s t the way it always did: “They sent me one for my 
husband.”
“That’s right,” Mrs. W atkins nodded. “I saw it ju st now when I 
came in. R ight under the steps in the hall. In that little gold fram e.”
“W hen I read that telegram ,” Susan’s mother said, “I got a pain 
in m y heart that I never got rid of. I carried that pain in m y heart from 
that day to this.”
And Susan said, patiently explaining: ‘T h e  arm y told Harold's 
parents.”
“And the Carters sent word to you ,” her m other said firmly. Her 
hand w ith its broad wedding band flapped in the air. T h e re  on the table, 
that’s the word they sent.”
A ll o f a sudden Susan’s black dress was too hot, and too tight. 
She was perspiring all over it. She would ruin it, and it was her good 
dress.
“I’m  so hot,” she said. “I’ve got to change to something lighter.”
Her m other followed her upstairs. “You ’re upset,” she said, “but you ’ve 
got to control yourself.”
“The w ay you controlled yourself,” Susan said.
“You ’re mocking me now, but that’s what I mean, I had to control 
myself, and I ’ve learned.”
“I’ve nothing to control,” Susan said. She stripped o ff the black 
dress. The wet fabric stuck and she jerked it free. Close to her ear, a
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couple o f threads gave a little screeching rip. “I’ve got to find something 
lighter. It’s god-awfully hot down there.”
“W hite,” her m other said. “White would be correct.”
Susan looked at her, shrugged, and took a white pique out o f the
closet.
“Are you all right?”
“I'm fine,” Susan said. “I’m  great.”
She put the white pique dress across a chair and sat down on her bed. 
It’s springs squeaked gently. She stretched out and stared up at the 
crocheted tester and felt her sweat-moistened skin turn cool in the air. 
She pulled her slip and her bra down to her waist and lay perfectly still.
Abruptly she thought: I f there were a camera right over me, it 
would take a picture o f five eyes: the two in m y head, the one in m y navel, 
and the two on m y breasts. Five eyes staring up at the ceiling.
She rolled over on her stomach.
It was a foolish thing to think. Very foolish. She never seemed 
to have the proper thoughts or feelings. Her mother now, she had the 
right thoughts, everybody knew they were right. But Susan didn’t...
Like now. She ought to be more upset now. She ought to be in 
tears over the telegram. She’d found it stuck in the crack o f the door this 
morning. “Have been informed Harold was killed at Quang Tri last 
Thursday.” She should have felt something. W hen her m other got the 
news o f her father's death in Korea, the neighbors said you could hear 
her scream for a block; they found her huddled on the floor, stretched 
out flat and small as she could be with the bulging womb that held an 
almost completed baby named Susan.
Susan lifted her head and looked at the picture on her night tab le. 
It was a colored photograph o f her father, the same one her m other had 
painted into a portrait to hang over the living room fireplace. Susan used 
to spend hours staring into that small frame, trying to sharpen the fuzzy 
colored lines into the shape o f a man. She’d never been quite able to do 
that; the only definite thing she knew about him  was the sharp white 
lines o f his grave m arker in Arlington.
“That picture looks ju st exactly like him ,” her m other would say. 
“I almost think he’ll speak to me. I’m so glad you can know what your 
father looked like.”
And Susan never said: I still don’t know. I never will.
And this whole thing now, her mourning for Harold, it was wrong. All 
wrong. She hadn’t evenknow nhim veryw ell. H ew asju stan iceb oy from  
school, a tall thin boy who worked in the A&P on Saturdays and liked to 
play pool on Sundays, who had a clear light tenor and sang solo parts 
with her in  the glee club. His father worked for the telephone company 
and they lived on the other side o f town on Millwood Street— she knew 
that much. He’d finished high school a year ago and he’d asked her to
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his senior prom, though she hadn’t expected him  to. On the w ay home, 
he offered her his class ring. “You can take it,” he said. She could see 
his long narrow head in  the light from  the porch. “T ill I get out o f the 
army."
“Or some other girl wants it.”
“Yeah .”
Because she couldn ’t think o f anything else, she said: “Okay, I’ll 
keep it for you. I f  you want it, ju st write and I’ll send it to you .”
That was how she got the ring. She never wore it, and he didn’t 
ask for it back. She didn ’t even see him  again. H is fam ily m oved away 
to the north part o f the state, to Laurel, and Harold went there on his 
leaves. He didn’t come back to town and he didn’t call her. He did send 
a chain to w ear the ring on it— it was far too big for her finger— from  
California. She wrote him  a thank-you note the very same day. But he 
didn ’t answer, and the ring and the chain hung on the back o f her dresser 
mirror. He w as ju s t a boy she knew who went in  the army. He w as ju st 
a boy whose ring she w as keeping.
M aybe he’d told his parents something more. W hy else would 
they wire her? And what had he told them? A ll o f a sudden there were 
things she couldn ’t ask. The world had changed while she wasn’t 
looking.
And Harold Carter was killed. Harold w as the name o f an English 
king, and he w as killed somewhere too. Now there w as another Harold 
dead. How m any had there been in between? Thousands o f Harolds, 
thousands o f different battles...
Her m other opened the door so quickly it slipped from  her hand 
and smashed into the wall. The dresser m irror shivered and the class 
ring swung gently on its chain. “Susan, I thought, I ju st thought o f 
som ething...”
W hat, Susan asked silently. Did you forget the extra ice? 
Som ething like that? W ill people have to have warm  drinks?
“You ’re acting very strangely. I’ve never seen you act like this... 
D id something go on that shouldn’t have? Tell m e.”
Susan tossed a hairbrush from  hand to hand. “Maybe it’s m e,” 
she said, “but I ju s t don’t know what people are talking about anym ore.”
“A ll right,” her m other said, “you make me put it this way. Are 
you going to have a baby?”
Susan stared at the broken edges o f the bristles, and she began 
to giggle. “Harold left a year ago. M other.”
“Oh,” her m other said, “oh oh oh.” And she backed out the door.
Susan said after her, sending her words along the em pty hall 
where there was nobody to hear them: “That was you who was pregnant. 
And it was another war.”
She put on some m ore perfume; her flushed skin burned at its 
touch. She glanced again at the photograph o f her father.
You look kind o f frozen there. But then I guess you really are. 
Frozen at twenty-three. Smile and crooked cap and all.
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And Susan remembered her grandmother sitting on the porch in 
the sun, eyes hooded like a bird’s, fingers like birds’ claws. Senility that 
came and went, like a shade going up and down. “He don’t look nothing 
like the pictures,” she said. She always called her dead son-in-law he, 
never used his name. “Never looked like that, not dead, not alive.” The 
one hand that was not paralyzed waved at an invisible fly. “Died and 
went to glory, that boy. Those pictures your mother likes, they're 
pictures o f him in glory. Nothing more nor less than glory.”
The old woman was dead now too. There weren’t any pictures of 
her. She’d gone on so long she fell apart, inch by inch o f skin. A ll the 
dissolution visible outside the grave...
Susan breathed on the glass front o f her father’s picture and 
polished it with the hem o f her slip. The young glorious dead... like 
Harold. Only she didn’t have a picture o f Harold. And she didn’t really 
remember what he looked like.
She could hear the creak o f cane rockers on the porch, the soft m umbling 
o f m en ’s talk. She stood by the screen to listen.
“I’ll tell you,” Harry Benson, the druggist, was sitting in the big 
chair, the one with the fancy scrolled back. “They called us an 
amphibious unit and put us ashore and they forgot about us. Tw o weeks 
with nothing to do but keep alive on that beach.”
That would be Okinawa. She had heard about his Okinawa.
“And after a while some o f the guys got nervous. If they found a 
Jap still alive they’d work him over good, shoot him seven or eight times, 
just to see him jump. They kind o f thought it was fun, I guess.”
“Hold it a minute, Harry,” Ed Watkins, who was the railroad 
agent, said, “Here’s Susan.”
They both stood up. They ’d never done that before.
“We were talking about our wars, honey,” Mr. Benson said. “I’m 
afraid we were.”
“That’s all right,” Susan said. “I don’t m ind.”
“It was crazy, plain crazy,” Mr. Watkins said. ‘Like that guy, must 
have been ’51 or ’52.”
“Ed, look," Mr. Benson said. “Maybe we ought to stop talking 
about this.”
“Nothing so bad... This guy, I don’t think I ever knew his name, 
he was just another guy. And in those days you remember how they 
came down in waves from the North. You could hear them m iles away, 
yelling and blowing horns. So, this time, you could hear them like 
always, and this guy, the one I didn ’t know a name for, he puts a pistol 
right under his jaw  and blows the top o f his head off. The sergeant just 
looked at him, and all he can say is, ‘Jesus Christ, that son o f a bitch bled 
all over my gun.’”
“Hard to believe things like that now,” Mr. Benson said.
“I believe them,” Susan said. “Excuse me, I have something to do 
in the kitchen."
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She had to pass through the dining room. Mrs. Benson still had 
a sherry glass in  her hand, her cheeks were getting flushed and her eyes 
were very bright. Mrs. W atkins had switched from  sherry to whiskey and 
was putting m ore ice in  her highball. Susan’s m other poured herself 
coffee.
Susan thought: Mrs. Benson’s going to have an awful sheriy 
hangover and Mrs. W atkins’ ulcer is going to start hurting from  the 
whiskey and m y m other’s drunk about twenty cups o f coffee today and 
that’s going to make her sick...
She only said, “I’m  ju st passing through."
But she found herself stopping to look at the telegram. A t the 
shape o f the letters and the way they went on the page. A t the w ay it was 
signed: “Mr. and Mrs. Carter.” She thought again how strange that was. 
They were both big hearty people— “Call me M ike,” Mr. Carter said to all 
the kids. “W e ’re Mike and Ida here.” Now all o f a sudden they were 
formal.
Like a wedding invitation, Susan thought suddenly. Only just 
the opposite.
She reached out and touched the paper. It crackled slightly 
under her fingers. She went on rubbing her thumb across the almost 
smooth surface, watching the sweat o f her skin begin to stain the yellow 
paper. A  little stain, a little mark, but one that would grow if she kept 
at it.
That was the end o f Harold Carter, she thought. He ended in the 
crisp, crunchy feel o f a piece o f paper. A  tall thin boy w ho’d taken her 
to a dance and given her a ring that was too big for her. A ll that was left 
o f him  was a piece o f paper.
She’d send the ring back to his parents. Maybe they’d like to have 
it.
Or maybe they’d rather she kept it. But keeping it would be 
keeping him. A ll o f a sudden she saw the ring hanging on the side o f her 
dresser m irror, and she looked into its blue stone and w ay down in its 
synthetic depths she saw tiny little Harold, germ-sized and far away. As 
she looked he w inked out.
She put the telegram  down. “I really was ju st going to the 
kitchen."
“You ’re not wearing your ring,” Mrs. W atkins said.
“No,” she said, “No, I never did wear it.”
“You m ust be so upset,” Mrs. Benson sipped delicately at the edge 
o f the yellow  sheriy. “Just like your poor m other.”
“I w asn ’t married to him ," Susan said, “it’s different.”
Her m other was standing next to her, hand on her shoulder. “You 
would have m arried him .”
“No,” Susan said, “no, I don’t think so.”
“O f course you would have.” Her m other was firm. “W hy else 
would he have given you the ring?”
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Susan started to say: Because he didn't have anybody else to give 
it to and he couldn’t give it to his mother.
Her mother went on patting her shoulder. “W e should be proud 
o f them, Susan. Harold was a fine young m an.”
W as he? She didn’t have heart to say that aloud either. Did he 
shoot people to see them squirm? Did he pull the trigger against his own 
head with fear?
“The young men are so heroic,” her m other said. The two women 
murmured consent. Her mother would know; her m other had lost a 
husband in a war, she would know.
A ll the brave young men that die in their glory, Susan thought. 
And leave rings to girls they hardly knew, and pictures on m antels in 
houses where they never lived. Rings that don’t fit and pictures that 
don’t resemble them.
“Harold was an English king,” she said aloud.
“Yes, dear,” her mother said patiently. “That’s history.”
Harold Carter didn’t get to sit on porches and remember, the way 
W atkins and Benson were doing now. He hadn’t got to do anything, 
except go to high school and die. But then, you didn’t really know that 
either, Susan thought. Your really didn’t know what he did out there, 
what memories he might have brought back inside his head.
Mrs. W atkins repeated, “All the young men are so brave."
“No,” Susan said abruptly. “Not my father, and not Harold. They 
weren ’t brave, they ju st got caught.”
In the silence she could hear the soft wheeze o f their astonished 
breaths, and, as she turned, the creak o f old boards under her heel. 
“They don’t die in glory.” The words came out sounding like her speech 
at the Senior Debating Society. “They just die dead. Anyway, I was on 
m y way to fix a cup o f tea.”
Nobody followed her to the kitchen, ju st the little ribbon o f sound 
from her high heels on the bare boards, and the linoleum. She flipped 
on the fire under the kettle, decided it would take too long and began to 
heat some water in a pan. Her feet hurt; she kicked o ff her shoes. The 
water warmed and she poured it over the instant tea. There were no 
lemons in the refrigerator; she remembered suddenly that there weren’t 
any oranges on the dining room table either, that today had been 
m arketing day and nobody had gone.
She put sugar in the tea and tasted it. It was barely warm and 
nasty, salty almost. She’d forgotten to rinse the dishes again. She would 
drink it anyway, while she made another proper cup. She put the flame 
back under the kettle. She pushed open the screen door and went out 
on the kitchen porch.
It was very small, just wide enough for one person to pass 
between the railing and the garbage can that always stood there. She’d 
often argued with her mother over that. “Put it in the yard, it ju st brings 
flies into the house.” “A  clean can,” her m other said, “does not attract 
flies." And the can stayed.
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She sat down on  the railing, wondering i f  it would leave a stripe 
on her white dress. She decided she didn’t care. She sipped the cold tea 
and stared out into the back yard, at the sweet peas grow ing along the 
wire fence, at the yellow  painted boards on the house next door.
She was still staring over there, not seeing anything in particular, 
not thinking anything at all, when Mr. Benson came around the com er 
o f the house. He walked across the backyard  and stopped, finally, one 
foot on the bottom  step.
“You left the g irls  in quite a state back there,” he said.
So they had rushed to the porch to tell the men... Susan didn’t 
take her eyes o ff the sweet peas, the soft gentle colors o f the sweet peas. 
“They get upset real easy.”
“I reckon they do,” he said, “and they quiet down real easy too.”
She began to sw ing her leg slowly. I shouldn’t have left m y shoes 
in the kitchen, she thought. I’ll ruin m y stockings out here.
“I take it he w asn ’t even a very good friend o f yours,” Mr. Benson
said.
“You ’d take it right.” Because that sounded rude, she added 
quickly: “Nobody understands that. He was ju st a boy I knew.”
“Shouldn’t be so hard to understand.”
“It’s like a w ake in there, and that’s silly."
“W ell,” Mr. Benson said, “he was nineteen and m aybe when it ’s 
som ebody that young, you don’t even have to know him  to m ourn after 
h im .”
“He was twenty.” Susan looked at Mr. Benson then, the short 
stocky man, w ith a fringe o f black hair around his ears and a sweaty pink 
skull shining in  the heat. His eyes, buried in folds o f puffy skin, were 
small sharp points o f blue. M y father m ight have looked like that, she 
thought.
“Tw enty ’s still pretty young,” he said.
“Th is whole th ing is m y mother. The m inute she saw the telegram 
all she could th ink o f is how history is repeating itself. She’s called 
everybody, even people she doesn’t like.”
“I know your m other,” Mr. Benson said.
“And that dying in glory talk .” Susan hopped o ff the railing and 
leaned against it, palm s pressing the rough wood. T h a t ’s all I ever hear. 
M y m other knows those stories— the ones you were telling on the porch—  
she knows it’s awful and stupid and terrible.”
“No,” Mr. Benson said, “it isn’t awful.” He pulled a cigarette 
holder form  his pocket and began to suck it. “I gave up smoking and this 
is all I got left... You ’re wrong, child, but maybe the stories don’t say it 
clear enough.”
Susan said slowly, “You talk about it all the time, any tim e.”
He nodded slowly and the empty cigarette holder whistled in the 
hot afternoon air. “Because it was the m ost glorious thing ever happened 
to us.”
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“Too bad you can’t tell Harold,” she said.
“Take Harold now.” Mr. Benson’svoicew asdullandm onotonous, 
singsonging in the heat. “He didn’t have to jo in  up right out o f high 
school. Draft calls been pretty low around here lately.”
“He knew he was going to have to, that’s why.”
“It don’t happen like that.” He blew through the cigarette holder 
again, then tapped it on his palm. “Always seem to m e like men have got 
to have their war. I had to have m ine twenty-five years ago. W hen you ’re 
in it maybe it’s different, but you got to go. Once you hear about it, you 
got to go to it.”
“That doesn’t make any sense to m e,” Susan said. “None.” 
“Even when you ’re in it, you know that i f  you live, you ’re going to 
remem ber it all the rest o f your life. And you know that i f  there was 
another war and you were young enough, you ’d go again.”
“That’s stupid,” Susan said.
“Maybe. You forget places you ’ve been andyou forget wom en you 
had, but you don’t forget fighting.”
Behind her the tea kettle gave a shriek. He glanced up. “Sounds 
like your water is boiling.”
“Yes,” she said, “I’ll see to it.”
He nodded and walked away, leaving a light smell o f bourbon 
behind him. He turned once, lifted his hands, palms up in a little 
shrugging gesture.
She made her tea. As if she was obeying a set o f rules. Th ings 
were beginning to feel less strange to her. Even the talk about Harold 
didn’t seem as silly as it had.
I’m  beginning not to mind, she thought, but it’s still all m ixed up. 
He was the sort o f boy I could have married, but I didn’t even know him. 
And that’s lucky for me. Otherwise I might be like my mother. His being 
dead doesn’t really change anything for me. I’ll get married after a while 
to somebody as good as him or even better...
She drank her tea slowly; she was sad and happy at once. Harold 
was a young man who had died. He didn’t leave a memory behind, he 
didn ’t leave anything. He was ju st gone and there wasn’t even a m ark 
at the place where he had been.
Her mother stood in the door. “Do you feel well enough to come back in, 
child?”
Susan chuckled, a quiet little self-contented chuckle. 
“Whatever is funny, child?”
“You ’re having such a good time. Mother, you haven’t had such 
a good time in ages."
“Well, really.”
“You ’re alive and I’m  alive and Harold’s not alive.”
“That’s horrible.”
“Sure.”
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She followed her m other across the waxed linoleum. “Wait, I’ve 
got to put m y shoes on.”
There ju s t isn ’t anything, she thought. I’m  sorry, Harold. I hope 
it wasn’t too bad and I hope it d idn ’t hurt too much. You and m y father. 
I bet your parents have your picture on the mantel too.
Her shoes were on now and she straightened up.
“Good-by,” she said in a very light whisper. “You poor bastard.” 
And she went inside to jo in  the people.
LullAby
L e s U e S ilko
The sun had gone down but the snow in the w ind gave o ff its own 
light. It came in thick tufts like new wool— washed before the weaver 
spins it. Ayah reached out for it like her own babies had, and she smiled 
when she remembered how she had laughed at them. She was an old 
woman now, and her life had become memories. She sat down with her 
back against the wide cottonwood tree, feeling the rough bark on her 
backbones; she faced east and listened to the wind and snow sing a high- 
pitched Yeibechei song. Out o f the wind, she felt warmer, and she could 
watch the wide fluffy snow fill in her tracks, steadily, until the direction 
she had come from was gone. By the light o f the snow she could see the 
dark outline o f the big arroyo a few feet away. She was sitting on the edge 
o f Cebolleta Creek, where in the springtime the thin cows would graze on 
grass already chewed flat to the ground. In the wide deep creek bed 
where only a trickle o f water flowed in the summer, the skinny cows 
would wander, looking for new grass along winding paths splashed with 
manure.
Ayah pulled the old Arm y blanket over her head like a shawl. 
Jim m ie’s blanket— the one he had sent to her. That was a long time ago 
and the green wool was faded, and it was unraveling on the edges. She 
did not want to think about Jimmie. So she thought about the weaving 
and the way her mother had done it. On the tall wooden loom set into 
the sand under a tamarack tree for shade. She could see it clearly. She 
had been only a little girl when her grandma gave her the wooden combs 
to pull the twigs and burrs from the raw, freshly washed wool. And while 
she combed the wool, her grandma sat beside her, spinning a silvery 
strand o f yam  around the smooth cedar spindle. Her m other worked at 
the loom with yarns dyed bright yellow  and red and gold. She watched 
them dye the yam  in boiling black pots full o f beeweed petals, jun iper 
berries, and sage. The blankets her m other made were soft and woven 
so tight that rain rolled off them like birds’ feathers. Ayah remembered 
sleeping warm on cold windy nights, wrapped in her m other’s blankets 
on the hogan’s sandy floor.
The snow drifted now, with the northwest wind hurling it in 
gusts. It drifted up around her black overshoes— old ones with little 
m etal buckles. She smiled at the snow which was trying to cover her little 
by little. She could remember when they had no black rubber overshoes; 
only the high buckskin leggings that they wrapped over their elk-hide
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m occasins. I f the snow was dry or frozen, a person could w alk all day 
and not get wet; and in the evenings the beam s o f the ceiling would hang 
with lengths o f pale buckskin leggings, drying out slowly.
She felt peaceful remembering. She didn’t feel cold any more. 
J im m ie’s blanket seemed warm er than it had ever been. And she could 
rem em ber the m orning he was bom . She could remem ber whispering 
to her m other who was sleeping on the other side o f the hogan, to tell her 
it was time now. She did not want to wake the others. The second time 
she called to her, her m other stood up and pulled on her shoes; she knew. 
They walked to the old stone hogan together. Ayah walking a step behind 
her mother. She waited alone, learning the rhythms o f the pains while 
her m other went to call the old wom an to help them. The m orning was 
already warm  even before dawn and Ayah smelled the bee flowers 
bloom ing and the young willow grow ing at the springs. She could 
rem em ber that so clearly, but his birth m erged into the births o f the other 
ch ildren and to her it became all the same birth. They named him  for the 
sum m er m orning and in English they called him  Jimmie.
It w asn ’t like Jim m ie died. He ju s t never came back, and one day 
a dark  blue sedan with white writing on  its doors pulled up in front o f the 
boxcar shack where the rancher let the Indians live. A  m an in a khaki 
uniform  trimmed in gold gave them a yellow  piece o f paper and told them  
that J im m ie was dead. He said the A rm y would try to get the body back 
and then it would be shipped to them; but it wasn’t likely because the 
helicopter had burned after it crashed. A ll o f this was told to Chato 
because he could understand English. She stood inside the doorway 
holding the baby while Chato listened. Chato spoke English like a white 
m an and he spoke Spanish too. He was taller than the white man and 
he stood straighter too. Chato d idn ’t explain why; he ju st told the 
m ilitary m an they could keep the body if they found it. The white man 
looked bewildered; he nodded his head and he left. Then Chato looked 
at her and shook his head. “Goddam n,” he said in English, and then he 
told her “Jim m ie isn ’t com ing home anym ore,” and when he spoke, he 
used the words to speak o f the dead. She didn’t cry then, but she hurt 
inside with anger. And she m ourned him  as the years passed, when a 
horse fell w ith Chato and broke his leg, and the white rancher told them 
he w ou ldn ’t pay Chato until he could w ork  again. She m ourned Jim m ie 
because he would have worked for his father then; he would have 
saddled the big bay horse and ridden the fence lines each day, w ith wire 
cu tters and heavy gloves, fixing the breaks in the barbed wire and 
putting the stray cattle back inside again.
She m ourned him  after the white doctors came to take Danny 
and Ella away. She was at the shack alone that day when they came. It 
was back  in the days before they hired Navajo wom en to go with them  as 
interpreters. She recognized one o f the doctors. She had seen him  at the 
ch ildren ’s clinic at Canoncito about a month ago. They were wearing 
khaki uniform s and they waved papers at her and a black ball point pen, 
trying to m ake her understand their English words. She was frightened
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by the way they looked at the children, like the lizard watches the fly. 
Danny was swinging on the tire swing in the elm tree behind the 
rancher’s house, and Ella was toddling around the front door, dragging 
the broom stick horse Chato made for her. Ayah could see they wanted 
her to sign the papers, and Chato had taught her to sign her name. It 
was something she was proud of. She only wanted them to go, and to 
take their eyes away from  her children.
She took the pen from  the m an without looking at his face and 
she signed the papers in three different places he pointed to. She stared 
at the ground by their feet and waited for them to leave. But they stood 
there and began to point and gesture at the children. Danny stopped 
swinging. Ayah could see his fear. She moved suddenly and grabbed 
Ella into her arms; the child squirmed, trying to get back to her toys. 
Ayah ran w ith the baby toward Danny; she screamed for him  to run and 
then she grabbed him  around his chest and carried him  too. She ran 
south into the foothills o f jun iper trees and black lava rock. Behind her 
she heard the doctors running, but they had been taken by surprise, and 
as the hills became steeper and the cholla cactus were thicker, they 
stopped. W hen she reached the top o f the hill, she stopped too to listen 
in case they were circling around her. But in a few  m inutes she heard 
a car engine start and they drove away. The children had been too 
surprised to cry while she ran with them. Danny was shaking and E lla ’s 
little fingers were gripping Ayah ’s blouse.
She stayed up in the hills for the rest o f the day, sitting on a black 
lava boulder in the sunshine where she could see for m iles all around 
her. The sky was light blue and cloudless, and it was warm  for late April. 
The sun warmth relaxed her and took the fear and anger away. She lay 
back on the rock and watched the sky. It seemed to her that she could 
w alk into the sky, stepping through clouds endlessly. Danny played with 
little pebbles and stones, pretending they were birds, eggs and then little 
rabbits. Ella sat at her feet and dropped fistfuls o f dirt into the breeze, 
watching the dust and particles o f sand intently. Ayah watched a hawk 
soar high above them, dark w ings gliding; hunting or only watching, she 
did not know. The hawk was patient and he circled all afternoon before 
he disappeared around the high volcanic peak the Mexicans call 
Guadalupe.
Late in the afternoon. Ayah looked down at the gray boxcar shack 
w ith the paint all peeled from  the wood; the stove pipe on the roo f was 
rusted and crooked. The fire she had built that morning in the oil drum 
stove had burned out. Ella was asleep in her lap now and Danny sat close 
to her, complaining that he was hungry; he asked when they would go 
to the house. “W e w ill stay up here until your father com es,” she told him, 
“because those white m en were chasing us.” the boy rem embered then 
and he nodded at her silently.
I f  Jim m ie had been there he could have read those papers and 
explained to her what they said. Ayah would have known, then, never 
to sign them. The doctors came back the next day and they brought a
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BIA policem an with them. They told Chato they had her signature and 
that was all they needed. Except for the kids. She listened to Chato 
sullenly; she hated him  when he told her it was the old wom an who died 
in the w inter, spitting blood; it w as her old grandm a who had given the 
children this disease. “They don’t spit blood,” she said coldly. “The 
whites lie.” She held Ella and Danny close to her, ready to run to the hills 
again. “I want a m edicine m an first,” she said to Chato, not looking at 
him. He shook his head. “It’s too late now. The policem an is with them. 
You signed the paper.” His voice w as gentle.
It was worse than i f  they had died; to lose the children and to 
know that somewhere, in a place called Colorado, in a place full o f sick 
and dying strangers, her children were without her. There had been 
babies that died soon after they were bom , and one that died before he 
could walk. She had carried them  herself, up to the boulders and great 
pieces o f the c liff that long ago crashed down from Long Mesa; she laid 
them  in the crevices o f sandstone and buried them in fine brown sand 
with round quartz pebbles that washed down from  the hills in the rain. 
She had endured it because they had been with her. But she could not 
bear this pain. She did not sleep for a long time after they took her 
children. She stayed on the hill where they had fled the first time, and 
she slept rolled up in the blanket Jim m ie had sent her. She carried the 
pain in her belly and it was fed by everything she saw: the blue sky of 
their last day together and the dust and pebbles they played with; the 
swing in the elm  tree and broom stick horse choked life from  her. The 
pain filled her stomach and there was no room for food or for her lungs 
to fill w ith air. The air and the food would have been theirs.
She hated Chato, not because he let the policeman and doctors 
put the screaming children in the governm ent car, but because he had 
taught her to sign her name. Because it w as like the old ones always told 
her about learning their language or any o f their ways: it endangered 
you. She slept alone on the hill until the middle o f Novem ber when the 
first snows came. Then she m ade a bed for herself where the children 
had slept. She did not lay down beside Chato again until m any years 
later, w hen he was sick and shivering and only her body could keep him 
warm. The illness came after the white rancher told Chato he was too 
old to work for him  any more, and Chato and his old wom an should be 
out o f the shack by the next afternoon because the rancher had new 
people to w ork there. That had satisfied her. To see how the white man 
repaid Chato’s years o f loyalty and work. All o f Chato’s fine-sounding 
English didn’t change things.
II
It snowed steadily and the lum inous light from  the snow gradually 
dim inished into the darkness. Somewhere in Cebolleta a dogbarked and 
other village dogs jo ined  w ith it. Ayah looked in the direction she had 
come, from  the barw here Chato w asbuying the wine. Sometimes he told 
her to go on ahead and wait; and then he never came. And when she
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finally went back looking for him, she would find him passed out at the 
bottom  o f the wooden steps to Azzie's Bar. A ll the wine would be gone 
and m ost o f the m oney too, from  the pale blue check that came to them 
once a month in a government envelope. It was then that she would look 
at his face and his hands, scarred by ropes and the barbed w ire o f all 
those years, and she would think “this man is a stranger;” for forty years 
she had smiled at him and cooked his food, but he remained a stranger. 
She stood up again, with the snow almost to her knees, and she walked 
back to find Chato.
It was hard to walk in the deep snow and she felt the air bu m  in 
her lungs. She stopped a short distance from the bar to rest and readjust 
the blanket. But this time he wasn’t waiting for her on the bottom  step 
with his old Stetson hat pulled down and his shoulders hunched up in 
his long wool overcoat.
She was careful not to slip on the wooden steps. W hen she 
pushed the door open, warm air and cigarette smoke hit her face. She 
looked around slowly and deliberately, in every com er, in every dark 
place that the old man might find to sleep. The bar owner didn’t like 
Indians in there, especially Navajos, but he let Chato come in because 
he could talk Spanish like he was one o f them. The men at the bar stared 
at her, and the bartender saw that she left the door wide open. Snow 
flakes were flying inside like moths and melting into a puddle on the oiled 
wood floor. He motioned at her to close the door, but she did not see him. 
She held herself straight and walked across the room slowly, searching 
the room with every step. The snow in her hair melted and she could feel 
it on her forehead. At the far corner o f the room, she saw red flames at 
the m ica window o f the old stove door; she looked behind the stove just 
to make sure. The bar got quiet except for the Spanish polka music 
playing on the jukebox. She stood by the stove and shook the snow from 
her blanket and held it near the stove to dry. The wet wool reminded her 
o f new-born goats in early March, brought inside to warm near the fire. 
She felt calm.
In past years they would have told her to get out. But her hair 
was white now and her face was wrinkled. They looked at her like she 
was a spider crawling slowly across the room. They were afraid; she 
could feel the fear. She looked at their faces steadily. They rem inded her 
o f the first time the white people brought her children back to her that 
winter. Danny had been shy and hid behind the thin white wom an who 
brought them. And the baby had not known her until Ayah took her into 
her arms, and then Ella had nuzzled close to her as she had when she 
was nursing. The blonde woman was nervous and kept looking at a 
dainty gold watch on her wrist. She sat on the bench near the small 
w indow and watched the dark clouds gather around the mountains; she 
was worrying about the unpaved road. She was frightened by what she 
saw inside too: the strips o f venison drying on a rope across the ceiling 
and the children jabbering excitedly in a language she did not know. So 
they stayed for only a few hours. Ayah watched the government car
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disappear down the road and she knew they were already being weaned 
from  these lava hills and from  this sky. The last time they came was in 
early June, and Ella stared at her the way the m en in the bar were now 
staring. Ayah did not try to pick her up; she smiled instead and spoke 
cheerfully to Danny. W hen he tried to  answer her, he could not seem to 
rem em ber and he spoke English words with the Navajo. But he gave her 
a scrap o f paper that he had found somewhere and carried in his pocket; 
it w as folded in half, and he shyly looked up at her and said it was a bird. 
She asked Chato i f  they were home fo r good this time. He spoke to the 
white wom an and she shook her head. “How much longer,” he asked, 
and she said she didn ’t know; but Chato saw how she stared at the box 
car shack. Ayah turned away then. She did not say good-bye.
Ill
She felt satisfied that the m en in the bar feared her. Maybe it w as 
her face and the w ay she held her m outh with teeth clenched tight, like 
there was nothing anyone could do to  her now. She walked north down 
the road, searching for the old man. She did this because she had the 
blanket, and there would be no place for him  except w ith her and the 
blanket in the old adobe bam  near the arroyo. They always slept there 
w hen they came to Cebolleta. I f  the m oney and the w ine were gone, she 
would be relieved because then they could go home again; back to the 
old hogan with a dirt roof and rock walls where she herself had been bom . 
And the next day the old m an could go back to the few sheep they still 
had, to  follow  along behind them, guiding them into dry sandy arroyos 
where sparse grass grew. She knew he did not like walking behind old 
ewes w hen for so m any years he rode b ig quarter horses and worked with 
cattle. But she w asn ’t sorry for him; he should have known all along 
what would happen.
rv
He was walking along the pavem ent when she found him. He did 
not stop or turn around when he heard her behind him. She walked 
beside him  and she noticed how slow ly he moved now. He smelled strong 
o f woodsm oke and urine. Lately he had been forgetting. Sometimes he 
called her by his sister’s name and she had been gone for a long time. 
Once she had found him  wandering on  the road to the white m an’s ranch, 
and she asked him  why he was going that way; he laughed at her and said 
“you know  they can’t run that ranch without m e,” and he walked on 
determ ined, lim ping on the leg that had been crushed m any years before. 
Now he looked at her curiously, as if for the first time, but he kept 
shuffling along, m oving slowly along the side o f the highway. His gray 
hair had grown long and spread out on the shoulders o f the long 
overcoat. He wore the old felt hat pulled down over his ears. His boots 
were w orn out at the toes and he had stuffed pieces o f an old red shirt 
in the holes. The rags made his feet look  like little animals up to their 
ears in  snow. She laughed at his feet; the snow m uffled the sound o f her 
laugh. He stopped and looked at her again. The w ind had quit blowing
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and the snow w as falling straight down; the southeast sky was beginning 
to clear and Ayah could see a star.
“Let’s rest awhile,” she said to him. They walked away from  the 
road and up the slope to the giant boulders that had tumbled down from 
the red sandrockm esa throughout the centuries o f rainstorms and earth 
tremors. In a place where the boulders shut out the wind, they sat down 
with their backs against the rock. She offered ha lf o f the blanket to him 
and they sat wrapped together.
The storm passed swiftly. The clouds moved east. They were 
massive and full, crowding together across the sky. She watched them 
with the feeling o f horses— steely blue-gray horses startled across the 
sky. The powerful haunches pushed into the distances and the tail hairs 
streamed white m ist behind them. The sky cleared. Ayah saw that there 
was nothing between her and the stars. The light was crystalline. There 
was no shimmer, no distortion through earth haze. She breathed the 
clarity o f the night sky; she smelled the purity o f the ha lf m oon and the 
stars. He was lying on his side with his knees pulled up near his belly 
for warmth. H is eyes were closed now, and in the light from  the stars and 
the moon, he looked young again.
She could see it descend out o f the night sky; an icy stillness from 
the edge o f the thin moon. She recognized the freezing. It came 
gradually, sinking snow flake by snow flake until the crust was heavy 
and deep. It had the strength o f the stars in Orion, and its jou rney was 
endless. Ayah knew that with the wine he would sleep. He would not 
feel it. She tucked the blanket around him, rem embering how it was 
w hen Ella had been with her; and she felt the rush so big inside her heart 
for the babies. And she sang the only song she knew to sing for babies. 
She could not rem em ber if  she had ever sung it to her children, but she 
knew that her grandm other had sung it and her m other had sung it:
The earth is your mother, 
she holds you.
The sky is your father, 
he protects you,
sleep,
sleep.
Rainbow is your sister, 
she loves you.
The winds are your brothers, 
they sing to you,
sleep,
sleep.
We are together always 
We are together always 
There never was a time 
when this 
was not so.
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They leave the car at one o f those park-and-lock lots; “No 
Attendant A fter 9 P.M .” the signs warn. But A lan  says it is senseless to 
try to drive into center city at this hour and she agrees with him. She 
tucks her purse out o f sight under the front seat, unwilling to carry it in 
the predictable crowd.
“You have to take something, Ellie. Your wallet at least; you can ’t 
w alk  around the city like an orphan.”
Because it is a very  small fold-over wallet she argues only briefly, 
then thrusts it deep in  her coat pocket. They trudge through blackened 
slush to the subway entrance.
Years ago A lan  lived here, a student at the university. He knows 
intersections, sirens, one-way streets; he is a confident, serious man. 
She has ridden the subway four tim es in her life. She is terrified but says 
nothing. Her terror, she knows, is banal. They are sucked into the tube; 
the sound presses against her ears. A lan ’s lips move. She nods, 
pretending to understand. A t home it is so quiet she can hear the dog 
sneeze in the night. They are expelled at the correct stop.
Downtown is cluttered w ith Christmas lights and after-work 
pedestrians pushing in and out o f shops. The com er taverns give o ff 
enough surplus heat to m elt the sidewalks in rough arcs around their 
entrances. She com m ents on this, thinking o f the sullen, now-em pty 
wood stoves at hom e and their acres o f forested, uninhabited land now 
locked under this new all-day snow.
They have driven 370 m iles for this evening. They know no one 
in the city anymore, except Kathleen, their daughter-in-law, who has a 
part in the repertory production they have come to see. It is a substantial 
part, she has assured them  by mail, the letter containing a pair o f tickets. 
Kathleen still w rites dutifu lly every six or eight months. She is living with 
an older man, a lighting technician. W hen the theater is dark she waits 
on tables in a nearby bistro. W ords like co-uivant and psyche, lifestyle 
and energy bedeck her letters. Reading them, A lan snorts like a choosy 
horse picking through weeds for the timothy.
They are the parents o f an M IA who m arried this girl six years ago 
on brie f acquaintance. They feel wary about her still. Her gr ie f was 
shallow and im possible to sustain. Theirs is eternal.
Jam es Alan, the son—Jay, they had always called him — toyed 
w ith Canada, Sweden, and jail, but in  the end inanition prevailed. He 
w as drafted. He put on his country’s uniform, he w as written up in the
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Argus County Gazette under his high school graduation photo, and he 
came home o f furlough that summer. Ellie remembers that his hands 
shook as if with cold. They were both ashamed oftheirfears, m otherand 
son, sharing an aversion to Ferris wheels, observation towers, and diving 
boards, and they did not speak o f his condition. Toward the end o f the 
fourteen days he sent for Kathleen. They had been secretly married three 
months ago; he hoped his parents would love her as much as he did, his 
earnest face cracking with the desire to make an amalgam o f his people, 
to consolidate his loyalties.
Kathleen wears her long hair parted in the middle. Whenever she 
leans forward, it sweeps across her eyes, the com ers o f her mouth— an 
impediment, Ellie thinks. Kathleen loves bathrobes and long-sleeved 
shirts. When Jay’s furlough ends, she takes with her his flannel, his 
chamois, and his royal-blue corduroy shirts to keep her warm all winter. 
Only two months later, before the weather has turned properly cold, he 
disappears in a helicopter, this child who dreaded heights.
Every year thousands o f Americans die accidental deaths. Bizarre 
deaths, drownings, freak electrocutions, mushroom poisonings. A  man 
chokes to death on a piece o f steak in an expensive restaurant. A  young 
woman falls from her loved and trusted horse and breaks her neck. Jay 
vanishes over hostile territory; neither he nor his eleven companions are 
ever found. W hen an only child leaves you— she cannot yet say dies—  
the air comes out o f the basketball, the tire flattens, your own lungs 
threaten to crumple.
She is reclusive. She grows things; she preserves and freezes and 
dries them; she knows all the local wild mushrooms, all the local nuts. 
In the winter in her greenhouse she harvests cherry tomatoes and actual 
curly lettuce. Her project this year is to make Belgian endive sprout 
under layers o f well-manured sawdust in boxes in the cellar. W hen she 
is not forced away from the farm, she is peeking under the sawdust to 
see i f  the roots have sprouted yet.
This is the way Ellie’s m ind skips and bumbles as they gruel 
through the wet, halfhearted snowfall toward Liberty Street. They walk 
a little apart, husband and wife o f twenty-eight years, not at all like two 
people who imagine they are holding one another. Ellie examines 
oncoming pedestrians. She notes what they are wearing, how they walk. 
A  city stride is tight, she is thinking; at the same time she is thinking her 
w inter coat is years behind the style. People walk angrily with tense 
buttock muscles, probably from the hard sidewalk.
The light changes. She stands obediently on the curb, watching, 
mooning. W hen the green goes on, she starts across. A lan is not at her 
side. She stops, waiting for him to catch up; she steps out o f the human 
flow and waits next to a building. The texture o f the rough brick makes 
itself felt against her back as she tries to relax, to lean into and imprison 
the moment.
In perhaps ten seconds she is flooded with panic. He has been 
struck by a car, he has been mugged and dragged into an alley, he has
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suffered a stroke, a heart attack. She rushes back across the street, 
darting this w ay and that, like a dog separated from  its master. 
Everything around her is normal. People press forward in both directions; 
they know what they are doing. Her ears are ringing, her eyes are filling 
with brilliant asterisks, her peripheral vision is fading.
A  policem an was directing traffic at a m ajor intersection two 
blocks behind her; she remembers passing him, remembers noting his 
cheeks inflated like birthday balloons around the whistle. He does not 
stop shrilling air through the whistle. Nor can she now attract his 
attention, even standing at his side, even tugging his sleeve. She is out 
o f breath; it requires a great effort to remain coherent.
W hen finally he allots her a sentence— expecting, undoubtedly, 
to be asked directions— he shakes his head decisively. He is Traffic, he 
shouts, and points where she must go. A t the precinct house, two blocks 
west, three south, a patrol car is drawn up to the sidewalk. An 
altercation is taking place on the steps. There are raised nightsticks, 
grunts, a scuffle, arms pinned behind backs. She waits as long as she 
dares, watching the gray snowflakes melt as they strike pavement, 
enlarging the puddles like a late spring snow in the sugar bush.
A lan  sells debarkers and wood chippers and other m echanical 
wood-harvesting aids. He can tell every species o f tree from  its bark, and 
he can do this even with his eyes closed, ju st from  the texture and aroma 
o f the bark. Now he is getting into m achinery that m ills wood flour. “Do 
you know about wood flour?” she asks the sergeant. “It’s an expanding 
market. They add it to plastic as a low-grade reinforcement. It’s 
dangerous, it ’s explosive, a spark will set it off. I always thought if 
something happened to A lan  it would be with wood flour.”
She realizes she is babbling; the sergeant scribbles as she talks. 
Probably he thinks she is is part o f an underground cell, part o f a plot 
to blow up the city ’s water supply. Meanwhile in the back room she is 
aware o f a methodical thumping, muffled voices. A  suspect is being 
beaten? Someone is cranking a m imeo machine? It is hard to 
concentrate; she feels scattered. She feels as though the top o f her head 
m ight come o ff and her brains ooze out, all gray and clayey.
Her husband m ight have stepped out to visit a friend, the 
sergeant suggests. O r he might have stepped in somewhere to answer 
a call o f nature. Has she continued on to the theater where, after their 
accidental separation, he is possibly now anxiously waiting for her to 
catch up with him?
She has not. In any case, he has the tickets.
Has she thought o f returning to the parking lot to see i f  he is 
waiting at the car for her, having become accidentally separated from  her 
and realizing that she m ight grow confused about the location o f theater 
but would rem em ber where they have parked the car?
No, she has not thought o f that. Besides, he has the car keys. 
Hers are in her purse. W hich is locked in the car.
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Any history o f mental disorder?
W ordlessly she shakes her head.
Maybe— this hangs on the air although it is not actually voiced—  
maybe he has grown tired of her and has elected this admittedly 
uncommon method o f deserting her. Does she rem em ber any unusual 
incident that transpired between them today?
She resolves not to mention the incident o f the wallet. A fter all, 
A lan  is practical. She ought not to wander around a big city without her 
name and address and a few dollars. Th is is not Argus County, where 
the doors o f households are left open and only stall latches are shut. No, 
nothing. Nothing!
Hundreds o f people are reported m issing every day, it is explained 
to her patiently, but with an air o f lassitude. O f every hundred persons 
who are reported m issing by their loved ones, 99 and 99/ lOOths o f them 
are deliberately m issing. They have dropped out, taken a powder, 
vamoosed, they don’t want to be found. And 99 percent o f the 99/ lOOths 
undergo a change o f heart within the first twenty-four hours. They get 
over their bad feeling, they experience remorse, they return. Th is is the 
reason for the Police Department’s regulation: a m issing persons 
bulletin cannot be issued on her husband until approximately this time 
tomorrow.
No, he is genuinely sorry, he is not empowered to take down a 
description o f the, ah, possibly m issing person until tomorrow evening 
at approximately...
She gets up finally, fumbling, realizing that she is not carrying 
the pocketbooka wom an m ay fumble to retrieve from  her lap as she rises. 
She has no will. She is directionless. She cannot see beyond the passage 
o f twenty-four hours so that she may return to this varnished brown 
office and describe her vanished husband to an officer o f the law. For 
surely i f  they know what he looks like, they can find her.
Gradually her m ind refocuses on the theater. It is all up to 
Kathleen now. It soothes her to imagine that A lan and Kathleen have 
been in secret communication all along. There is a word for it, it will come 
to her, right now she m ust just concentrate on walking in the right 
direction. Back, back past the traffic cop, his whistle now dangling on 
his chest. A lan  knows how she feels about Kathleen. She pretends she 
is indifferent to her, but in truth she has resented her from the beginning. 
Back down Liberty Street in the direction o f the theater, which actually 
is housed in a form er church. That much she remembers from 
Kathleen ’s letter.... The word is collusion.
The church is shabby inside. It smells o f m ildew and low-grade 
heating oil. Footpaths are worn in the m aroon carpet. The lobby is 
deserted except for a slender young man in a blue jum p suit. The ebb 
and flow o f conversation comes through the double doors; stagey 
laughter follows. The play is in progress. She and the young man 
converse in hushed tones. He has a pale goatee that points at her as he
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talks. Everything is haloed in her sight. Her words have little halos 
around them, too, little sunbursts o f Indian decoration.
She does not have the tickets, she is explaining; they are 
complim entary tickets sent to her and her husband. W ho is. She does 
not know. By Kathleen Blakeslee. She is proud to have remembered 
Kathleen’s other name. Their daughter-in-law.
W hat a shame, murmers narrow beard, because Kathleen was 
called out o f town ju st this morning. It seems her father had a heart 
attack in Cincinnati. Her part fo r this performance is being played by 
Angela Rountree.
They stand silently side by  side, equally passive, although he is 
imparting information and she is absorbing it, her m ind racing, seizing 
on and discarding possibilities. There ’s the scattered affirmative sound 
o f applause. Lights go up; the double doors open.
“Excuse m e,” her companion says, distracted. He has his duties 
to perform. She stands for a mom ent watching the audience file past as 
if magically A lan and Kathleen m ight appear among them. Finally, she 
jo ins the last little cluster o f people moving out into the night. As if she 
too had a sense o f purpose, trailing behind a young couple, walking east 
again through the still interm ittent snow to the mouth o f the subway.
She is absorbed once again into the tunnel. Fishing out change 
for a token, she thinks to count her money: $21.89. Strange, that extra 
ten— she has no m em ory o f it. Somewhere A lan asked her to m ake 
change, somewhere in a turnpike Howard Johnson’s handed her a ten- 
dollar b ill and asked...? She has no memory. Terrible at figures, at maps, 
at m echanical devices. Intuitive. Adept with hammer and saw, 
nonmotorized tools, calm  with animals. That’s who I am, she tells herself 
over and over as the subway lights slap past, riffling like cards in a deck, 
and the clatter o f a train passing in  the other direction assaults her ears. 
W ho I am lam  miam. She gets o ff at the correct stop; she is followed. 
Deliberately she slows down, listening. She waits to be mugged. They 
are her own footsteps. She finds herself on the correct street. A t the next 
com er looms the park-and-lock, lights around the perimeter feebly 
gleaming.
Somewhere toward the third section over, she thinks. Just below 
the middle strip. Here and there a set o f headlights goes on, a m otor 
makes that reassuring cough as it turns over. Others too are wholesomely 
bent on retrieving their cars. She does not tell herself that A lan waits 
inside theirs, she is beyond such fantasies now. There is a spare key 
attached by magnet under the left rocker panel; if only she can get inside! 
They took this step a year ago when Alan absentmindedly locked the keys 
in the car at the Eastern States Exposition. They are anomalies, both o f 
them, unused to locks.
But the car is not where she remembers it. Not in the next row 
or the next. Frantic now, reversing sides, she prowls up and down the 
rows. Two figures are sitting on the hood o f an old Edsel watching her.
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There is a glin t o f a bottle being passed between them and by its glint, 
as it were, she spots her car, is  her car now, parked right next to the 
Edsel.
They face each other, she and the two men. Boys, really. One is 
reed-th in  w ith a shaved head the shape o f a football. A  religious sect? 
she thinks. And escaped convict? The other, heavier, bobs around. He 
is less clear, wrapped in an oversized coat— no, a blanket. Th ey are 
black.
She cannot require herself to kneel down, feel under the car for 
the key. She cannot take possession o f her car in their presence. The 
m enace is so direct that someone, she thinks, has told them  where to 
wait. Her plan is known. She w ill not invite a blow  on the head w ith a 
blunt instrument; she w ill not so easily becom e another victim  o f the city. 
She m oves away, giving no sign, as i f  still in search of a car, walks farther 
and farther, does not turn until she knows she is out o f sight. And 
w atches the two form s asprawl on the hood o f the Edsel in the snow and 
the bottle tilting up.
Som ehow she has no recollection o f the entrance or the stairwell 
or even o f the station platform; she is in the subway again. In m otion, 
th is tim e she leans her head back  against the m etal fram e o f the car, 
letting the pulse o f the underground rock her. The shrieks o f the rails, 
the protests o f m etal on m etal b lur into a kind o f dangerous m usic. It 
is the m usic o f the sea. W ashed overboard, she bobs on the surface, 
determ ined not to drown. She does not even know which direction she 
is going in. She has not looked at any o f her traveling com panions to sort 
out the indigent, the malicious, and the crazy. A t the end o f the line only 
one other person is left in  the car, a tired-looking m iddle-aged wom an 
dressed in m en ’s sneakers and wearing a bandanna knotted under her 
chin. W hen  they get out, Ellie walks as close to this wom an as she dares. 
A lthough they do not speak, there is som ething hovering between them. 
They are allies.
Suddenly she realizes how tenuous is the thread that ties her to 
the parking lot, the car, her pocketbookw ith in , her identity. The subway 
has becom e her connector; she turns and hurries back down the dank 
steps. Conveniently, at the end o f the line there is no choice to make. 
Conveniently, a car yawns in the station. A  guard lounges alongside the 
em pty conveyance. He blows his nose onto the tracks and she is gratefu l 
to him. She enters the car and goes im m ediately to the m ap to find her 
stop. Luckily, it is the name also o f a fam ous painter and she has no 
difficu lty locating it. Fourteen stops, though. She has com e a long way. 
She sits dowm opposite the m ap so she can keep an eye on it. The car 
starts up.
It is after m idnight now, the streets on the outskirts deserted, the 
sidewalks coated with a thin grease o f city snow. Approach ing the 
parking lot she has to fight her terror; suppose those two m en  are still 
there? She has to fight an im pulse to fall to her knees, to wriggle along 
unseen like a guerrilla between the rows.
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The Edsel is  gone. Snow is beginning to stick  to the w et lozenge 
o f asphalt it covered. She can hear her heart. It m akes explosive thum ps 
o f re lie f in  her ears. Now she falls to her knees, groping under the car 
fo r the little m agnetic cup. Her hand fastens on it im m ediately. W hat 
luck! She w ithdraw s the key.
She opens the door and drops onto the front seat, has barely the 
presence o f m ind to pull the door closed and press down the lock before 
great waves o f trem bling overtake her. It is a sh ivering fit, the kind she 
endured during frequent childhood bouts o f fever. Her body trembles, 
chattering like aspen leaves in a light wind. From  time to time the 
quaking subsides. She takes a cautious calm ing breath as one does after 
the hiccups. Tw o breaths, three; then som e sublim inal thought racks 
her anew w ith  tremors.
Little by little she sleeps, shakes, sleeps again. W hen she com es 
fu lly  awake there is a line o f light in the sky and her purse lies heavy in 
her lap like a cold animal. Som ehow she has pulled it out from  under 
the seat. She recognizes that she has been hugging it.
A s soon as it is light enough to navigate w ithout headlights, she 
takes out her own set o f car keys and eases out o f the lot. Except for the 
trucks, there is no traffic on the m ain  artery into center city. Despite her 
norm al panic at the m ultiple signs full o f proscriptions, she has no 
trouble find ing Liberty Street. A fter Liberty Street, the precinct house.
A  new  sergeant is on duty. It has not occurred to her that last 
n ight’s  m an is o ff duty, has gone hom e for breakfast, is a lready safely 
asleep. She is surprised by her anger. Th is m orning’s sergeant respects 
her account o f the n ight that has passed. He notes down carefu lly a 
description o f A lan. She gives him  a snapshot from  her wallet, four years 
old now, but accurate enough. In it A lan  stands by the barn, stiffly 
posed, squinting into the sun. The head o f one horse, the rum p o f 
another are visib le on the left. A lan  is holding a sledge. He looks boyish 
and capable. And m ost o f all, he looks startlingly like Jay.
F inally she begins the long drive home. Oddly peaceful, she 
ascribes the serenity to her extrem e fatigue. A lso  to shock. You ’re in 
shock, she tells herself sternly, waiting to grieve. Th ink how  you m iss 
him. Th ink  how  you love, loved him.
But she cannot. The m ain  thing now, the thing that is flooding 
her w ith  euphoria, is how  she has survived her ordeal. How  she has 
coped. She has conquered the subway. She has forced the city to declare 
A lan  a m issing person twelve hours ahead o f schedule. She knows now 
that Jay  has been  dead all these years. W hen w ill she need to know  about 
A lan? She review s the extrem e and contradictory em otions the sight o f 
A lan ’s dead, well-known body w ill arouse in her.
Resolutely, holding to fifty-five m ph on the hypnotic turnpike, 
she pulls the lum py brown leather pocketbook onto her lap and rests her 
free hand, palm  down, on its surface.
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Mildred Carey decided to walk to the post office early, before the 
sun turned the two blocks into a furnace. ‘T h ey ’ve done something to 
the weather,” she said to her husband, packing his three sandwiches 
and a thermos oflem onade. “Never used to be this hot this early.”
“It’ll get cooler again. Always does.”
She followed him to the door and waved as he backed out o f the 
drive. The tomato plants she had set out the day before were wilted. She 
watered them, then started to w alk slowly to town. W ith a feeling o f 
satisfaction she noticed that Mrs. Mareno’s roses had black spot. 
Forcing the blooms with too much fertilizer ju st wasn’t good for them.
Mike Donatti dozed as he awaited orders to regroup and start the 
search-and-clear maneuver. Stilwell nudged him. “Hey, Mike, you been 
over here before?”
“Nope. One fuckin’ village is ju s t like the others. Mud or dust. 
That’s  the only fuckin’ difference.”
Stilwell was so new that he w as sunburned red. Everyone else 
in the company was burned black. “Man, could we pass,” they liked to 
say to Latimore, who couldn’t
Mr. Peters was sweeping the sidewalk before the market. “Got 
some good fresh salami,” he said. “Ed m ade it over the weekend.”
“You sure Ed made it, not Buz? W hen Buz makes it, he uses too 
much garlic. W hat’s he covering up is what I want to know.”
“Now, Miz Carey, you know he’s  not covering up. Some folks like 
it hot and strong.”
“I’ll stop back by after I get the mail."
The four Henry children were already out in the street, filthy, 
chasing each other randomly. Their m other was not in sight. M ildred 
Carey pursed her lips. Her Mark never had played in the street in his life.
She dropped in the five-and-dime, not to buy anything but to look 
over the flats o f annuals— petunias, marigolds, nasturtiums. T h e y  sure 
don’t look healthy,” she said to Doris Offinger.
T h e y ’re fine, Miz Carey. Brother bought them fresh this m orning 
from Connor’s down at Midbury. You know Connor’s has good stock.”
“How’s Larry getting along? Still in the veterans’ hospital at 
Lakeview?”
“Yes. He’llb eo u tin a co u p leo fw eek s .Igu ess .” Doris’ pretty face 
remained untroubled. T h e y ’ve got such good doctors down there. I hate 
to see him get so far from them all, but he wants to come hom e.”
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“How can these people stand the heat all the time?” Stilwell said 
after a moment. The sun wasn ’t up yet, but it was eighty-six degrees, 
humidity near one hundred percent.
“People, he says. Boy, ain ’t you ever been briefed? People can ’t 
stand it, that’s the first clue." Mike sighed and sat up. He lighted a 
cigarette. “Boy, back home in  August. You know the hills where I come 
from  are cold, even in August?”
“W here’s that?”
“Vermont. I can remem ber plenty o f times it snowed in August. 
N ights under a blanket.”
“W ell he can help out here in  the store. W ith his pension and the 
store and all, the two o f you are set, aren’t you? Isn’t that Tessie 
Hetherton going in  Peters’ m arket?”
“I d idn ’t notice her. Did you want one o f those flats, M iz Carey?”
“No. They aren’t healthy. Connor’s m ust have culled the runts 
and set them out.” She stood in the doorway squinting to see across the 
w ay to Peters’ market. “I’m  sure it was. And she told me she’s too 
arthritic to do any more housework. I’ll ju s t go talk  to her.”
“I don’t think she will, though. M iz Avery wanted her on 
W ednesdays and she said no. You know Mr. Hetherton’s got a job?  With 
the paper m ill.”
“Shtt. That w on ’t last. They ’ll pay o ff a few o f last w inter’s bills 
and then he’ll start to complain about his liver or something and she’ll 
be hustling for work. I know that m an.” She left the store without looking 
back, certain that Doris would be eyeing the price tags o f the flats. “You 
take care o f yourself, Doris. You ’re looking peaked. You should get out 
in  the sun.
“Mrs. Hetherton, you ’re looking fit again,” Mildred Carey said, 
cornering the wom an as she emerged from  the store.
“W arm  weather’s helped some.”
“Look, can you possibly come over Thursday morning? You know 
the Garden Club m eets this week, and I can ’t possibly get ready without 
some help."
“Well, I ju st don’t know... Danny’s dead set against m y going out 
to work again.”
“But they’re going to have to close down the mill. And then where 
w ill he be?”
“Close it down? W hy? W ho says?”
“It’s been in the papers for weeks now. A ll those dead fish, and 
the stink. You know that committee came up and took samples and said 
they’re the ones responsible. And they can ’t afford to change over the 
whole process. They ’re going to move instead.”
“Oh, that. Danny said don’t hold your breath. They’re m aking 
a study, and then they’ll have to come up with a plan and have it studied, 
and all in all it’s going to take five years or even more before it all comes 
to a head.”
“Hm. Another big kill and the Department o f Health...”
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Mrs. Hetherton laughed and Mildred Carey had to smile too. 
“W ell, anyway, can you com e over j  ust this tim e? F  or th is one m eeting?” 
“Sure, M iz Carey. Thursday m orning? But only h a lf a day.” 
The school bus turned the com er and rolled noisily down the 
broad new street. The two wom en watched it out o f sight. “Have you seen 
the Tom kins boys lately?” M ildred Carey asked. “H air down to here.” 
“W inona says they’re having someone in to ta lk  about drugs. I 
asked her point b lank if there are drugs around here and she said no, 
bu t you  never can tell. The kids w on ’t tell you noth ing.”
“W ell I ju s t thank God M ark is grown up and out o f it all."
“He’s due home soon now, isn ’t he?”
“Seven weeks. Then  o ff to college in  the fall. 1 told him  that h e ’s 
probably safer over there than at one o f the universities right now .” They 
laughed and m oved apart. “See you Thursday.”
“Listen, Mike, w hen you get back, you ’ll go through New  York, 
w on ’t you? Give m y m other a call, will you? Just tell her...”
“W hat? That you got ju ngle  rot the first time out and it’s gone to 
you r brain?”
“Just call her. Say I’m  fine. That’s all. She’ll want to have you 
over for dinner, or take you to a good restaurant, something. Say you 
don ’t have time. But it’d m ean a lot to her to have you ca ll.”
“Sure. Sure. Com e on, w e ’re m oving.”
They walked for two hours w ithout m aking contact. The m en 
were straggling along in two uneven columns at the sides o f the road. The 
dirt road was covered w ith recent growth, no m ines. The tem perature 
w as going to hit one hundred any second. Sweat and dirt m ixed on faces, 
arms, m uddy sweat trickled down shirts.
The concrete street w as a glare now. Heat rose in  patterns that 
shifted and vanished and rose again. Mildred Carey wondered i f  it hadn’t 
been a m istake to rebuild the street, take out the m aples and m ake it 
w ide enough for the traffic that they predicted w ou ld  be here in another 
year or two. She shrugged and walked more brisk ly toward the post 
office. That wasn ’t here affair. Her husband, who should know, said it 
w as necessary for the town to grow. A fter being in road construction for 
twenty-five years, he should know. Fran M arple and Dodie W ilson waved 
to her from  outside the coffee shop. Fran looked overdue and m iserable. 
Last thing she needed w as to go in  the coffee shop and have pastry. 
M ildred Carey sm iled at them  and went on.
Claude Em erson w as weighing a box for Bill Stokes. Bill leaned 
against the counter smoking, flicking ashes on the floor. “D on ’t like it 
here, get out, that’s what I say. Goddamn kids w ith their filthy clothes 
and dirty feet. Bet they had m arijuana up there. Should have called the 
troopers, that’s what I should have done.”
“They was on state land. Bill. You had no call to run them  off." 
“They didn ’t know  that. You think I’m  going to let them plop 
them selves down right outside m y front door? Let 'em find somewhere 
else to m uck about.”
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Claude Em erson stamped the box. “One seventy-two.”
Stilwell and Mike were following Laski, Berat, and Humboldt. 
Berat was talking.
“You let it stick out, see, and come at them  with your M-16 and 
you know what they watch! Man, they never seen nothing like it! Scared 
shitless by it. T ight! Whooee! T ight and hot!”
Stilwell looked as if he saw a green monster. M ike laughed and 
lit another cigarette. The sun w as almost straight up w hen the 
lieutenant called for a break. He and Sergeant Durkins consulted a m ap 
and Hum boldt swore at great length. “They ’ve got us lost, the bastards. 
Th is fuckin ’ road ain ’t even on their fuckin ’ m ap.”
M ildred Carey looked through the bills and advertising in her 
box, saving the letter from M ark for last. She always read them  twice, 
once very  quickly to be sure that he was all right, then again, word for 
word, pausing to pronounce the strange syllables aloud. She scanned 
the scraw led page, then replaced it in its envelope to be reread at home 
with coffee.
Bill Stokes’ jeep  roared outside the door, down the street to 
screech to a halt outside the feed store.
M ildred shook her head. “He’s a m ean m an.”
“Yep ,” C laudee Emerson said. “A lways was, always w ill be. 
W onder where them  kids spent the night after he chased them .”
Durkins sent out two scouts and the rest o f them  waited, cursing 
and sweating. A  helicopter throbbed over them, drowned out their 
voices, vanished. The scouts returned.
Durkins stood up. “Okay. About four miles. The gooks are there, 
all right. O r w ill be again tonight. It’s a free-fire zone, and our orders are 
to clean it out. Let’s go.”
Loud voices drifted across the street and they both looked toward 
the sound. “Old Dave’s at it again," Claude Em erson said, frowning. 
“H e’ll have h im self another heart attack, that’s w hat.”
“W hat good does arguing do anyway? Everybody around here 
knows what everybody else thinks and nobody ever changes. Just what 
good does it do?” She stuffed her m ail into her purse. “Just have to do 
the best you can. Do what’s right and hope for the best.” She waved 
good-bye.
She still had to pick up cheese and milk. “Maybe I’ll try that new 
salam i,” she said to Peters. “Just six slices. Don’t like to keep it more 
than a day. Just look at those tomatoes! Sixty-nine cents a pound! Mr. 
Peters, that’s a disgrace!”
“Field-grown, M iz Carey. Up from  Georgia. Shipping costs go up 
and up, you know .” He sliced the salam i carefully, m edium  thick.
A  new  tension was in them  now and the m inesweepers walked 
gingerly on the road carpeted w ith green sprouts. Stilwell coughed again 
and again, a m eaningless bark o f nervousness. Durkins sent him  to the 
rear, then sent Mike back  with him. “Keep an eye on the fuckin ’ bastard,” 
he said. M ike nodded and waited for the rear to catch up w ith him. The
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two brothers from Alabama looked at him expressionlessly as they 
passed. They didn’t mind the heat either, he thought, then spat. Stilwell 
looked sick.
“Is it a trap?” he asked later.
“W ho the fuck knows?”
“Company C walked into an ambush, didn’t they?"
“They fucked up.”
Mildred Carey put her m ilk on the checkout counter alongside 
the cottage cheese. Her blue housedress was wet w ith perspiration 
under her arms and she could feel a spot o f wetness on her back when 
her dress touched her skin. That Janice Samuels, she thought, catching 
a glimpse o f the girl across the street, with those shorts and no bra, 
pretending she was dressing to be comfortable. A lways asking about 
Mark. And him, asking about her in his letters.
“That’s a dollar five,” Peters said.
They halted again less than a m ile from the village. The 
lieutenant called for the helicopters to give cover and to close o ff the area. 
Durkins sent m en around the village to cover the road leading from  it. 
There was no more they could do until the helicopters arrived. There 
were fields under cultivation o ff to the left.
“W hat if they’re still there?” Stilwell asked, waiting.
“You heard Durkins. This is a free-fire zone. They ’ll be gone.”
“But what i f  they haven’t?”
“W e clear the area.”
Stilwell wasn’t satisfied, but he didn’t want to ask the questions. 
He didn’t want to hear the answers. Mike looked at him  with hatred. 
Stilwell turned away and stared into the bushes at the side o f the road.
“Let’s go.”
There was a deafening beating roar overhead and Mildred Carey 
and Peters went to the door to look. A  green-and-brown helicopter 
hovered over the street, then moved down toward the post office, casting 
a grotesque shadow on the white concrete. Two more o f the monstrous 
m achines came over, making talk impossible. There was another 
helicopter to the north; their throb was everywhere, as i f  the clear blue 
sky had loosened a rain o f them.
From the feed-store entrance Bill Stokes shouted something lost 
in the din. He raced to his jeep and fumbled for something under the 
street. He straightened up holding binoculars and started to move to the 
center o f the street, looking through them down the highway. One o f the 
helicopters dipped, banked, and turned, and there was a spray of 
gunfire. Bill Stokes fell, jerked several times, then lay still. Now others 
began to run in the street, pointing and shouting and screaming. O’Neal 
and his hired hand ran to Bill Stokes and tried to lift him. Fran Marple 
and Dodie W ilson had left the coffee shop, were standing outside the 
door; they turned and ran back inside. A  truck rounded the com er at 
the far end o f the street and again the helicopter fired; the truck careened 
out o f control into cars parked outside the bank. One o f  the cars was
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propelled through the bank windows. The thunder o f the helicopters 
swallowed the sound o f the crash and the breaking glass and the 
scream s o f the people who ran from  the bank, some o f them  bleeding, 
clutching their heads or arms. Katharine Orm sby got to the side o f the 
street, collapsed there. She crawled several m ore feet, then sprawled out 
and w as still.
M ildred Carey backed into the store, her hands over her mouth. 
Suddenly she vom ited. Peters was still on the sidewalk. She tried to close 
the door, but he flung it open, pushing her toward the rear o f  the store.
“Soldiers!” Peters yelled. “Soldiers com ing!”
They went in low, on the sides o f the road, ready for the explosion 
o f gunfire, or the sudden eruption o f a claymore. The helicopters’ noise 
filled the world as they took up positions. The village w as small, a hamlet. 
It had not been evacuated. The w ord passed through the company: 
slopes. They were there. A  m en ran into the street holding what could 
have been a grenade, or a bomb, or anything. One o f the helicopters fired 
on him. There was a second burst o f fire down the road and a vehicle 
burned. Now^the com pany w as entering the village warily. Mike cursed 
the slopes for their stupidity in staying.
Home w as all M ildred Carey could th ink of. She had to get home. 
She ran to the back  o f the store and out to the alley that the delivery 
trucks used. She ran all the way home and, panting, w ith a pain in her 
chest, she rushed frantically through the house pulling down shades, 
locking doors. Then  she went upstairs, where she could see the entire 
town. The soldiers were com ing in crouched over, on both sides o f the 
road, with their rifles out before them. She began to laugh suddenly; 
tears stream ing, she ran downstairs again to fling open the door and 
shout.
“They ’re ours,” she screamed toward the townspeople, laughing 
and crying all at once. “You fools, they’re ours!”
Two o f the khaki-clad GIs approached her, still pointing their 
guns at her. One o f them  said something, but she couldn ’t understand 
his words. “W hat are you doing here?” she cried. “You ’re Am erican 
soldiers! W hat are you doing?"
The larger o f the two grabbed her arm  and twisted it behind her. 
She screamed and he pushed her toward the street. He spoke again, but 
the words were foreign to her. “I’m  an American! For God’s sake, this 
is Am erica! W hat are you doing?” He hit her in the back  w ith the rifle 
and she staggered and caught the fence to keep her balance. A ll down 
the street the people were being herded to the center o f the highway. The 
soldier who had entered her house came out carrying her husband’s 
hunting rifle, the shotgun, M ark’s old .22. “Stop!” she shrieked at him. 
“Those are legal!” She was knocked down by the soldier behind her. He 
shouted at her and she opened her eyes to see him  aim ing the rifle at her 
head.
She scram bled to her feet and lurched forward to jo in  the others 
in the street. She could taste blood and there was a stabbing pain in her
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ja w  where teeth had been broken by her fall. A  sergeant with a notebook 
w as standing to one side. He kept m aking notations in it as m ore o f the 
townspeople were forced from  their houses and stores into the street.
M ike Donatti and Stilwell herded a raving old wom an to the 
street; when she tried to grab a gun, Mike Donatti knocked her down and 
would have killed her then, but she was crying, obviously praying, and 
he simply motioned for her to jo in  the others being rounded up.
The sun was high now, the heat relentless as the people were crowded 
closer together by each new additioa Some of the small children could be heard 
screaming even over the noise of the helicopters. Dodie Wilson ran past the 
crowd, naked from the waist down, naked and bleeding. A  soldier caught her 
and he and another one carried herjerking and fighting into O’Neal’s feed store. 
Her mouth was wide open in one long unheard scream. Old Dave ran toward 
the lieutenant, clutching at him, yelling at him in a high-pitchedvoice that it was 
the wrong town, damn fools, and other things that were lost. A  smooth-faced 
boy hit him in the mouth, then again in the stomach, and when he fell moaning, 
he kicked him several times about the head. Then he shot him. Mildred Carey 
saw Janice Samuels being dragged by her wrists and she threw herself at the 
soldiers, who fought with her, their bodies hiding her from sight. They moved 
on she lay in a shining red pool that spread and spread. They tied Janice 
Samuels to the porch rail of Gordon’s real-estate office, spread her legs open, and 
a half a dozen men alternately raped and beat her. The sergeant yelled in the 
gibberish they spoke and the soldiers started to move the people as a lump 
toward the end of town.
Mike Donatti took up a post at the growing heap of weapons and 
watched the terrorized people. W hen the order came to move them  out, 
he prodded and nudged, and when he had to, he clubbed them  to make 
sure the moved as a unit. Some o f them stumbled and fell, and if they 
didn’t move again, they were shot where they lay.
The filthy Henry children were screaming for their mother. The 
biggest one, a girl w ith blond hair stringing down her back, darted away 
and ran down the empty street. The lieutenant motioned to the troops 
behind the group and after an appreciable pause there was a volley o f 
shots and the child was lifted and for a moment flew. She rolled when 
she hit the ground again. Marjory Loom is threw herself down on top of 
her baby, and shots stilled both figures.
The people were driven to the edge o f town, where the highway 
department had dug the ditch for a culvert that hadn’t been laid yet. The 
sergeant closed his notebook and turned away. The firing started.
The men counted the weapons then, and searched the buildings 
methodically. Someone cut down a girl who had been tied to a rail. She 
fell in a heap. Fires were started. The lieutenant called for the helicopters 
to return to take them  back to base camp.
Berat walked with his arm about Stilwell’s shoulders, and they 
laughed a lot. Smoke from  the fires began to spread horizontally, head 
high. Mike lighted another cigarette and thought about the cool green 
hills of Verm ont and they waited to be picked up.
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The ridges o f ice on the sidewalk in front o f the draft board were 
hard as m etal under the soles o f Phoebe’s boots, and her fingers, in spite 
o f sheepskin gloves, felt solid with pain and permanently welded to the 
handle o f the sign that said, to her discomfiture, “W ar is not healthy for 
children and other living things.” She envied her pediatrician, tramping 
along in his Henry Higgins hat w ith his “End the Draft” sign. Perhaps 
he would be willing to trade. The sentiment she was carrying was not 
particularly appropriate for him, and he might not be bothered by the 
wording. In fact, he surely wouldn ’t; Phoebe had never discovered 
anyone yet who shared her opinion o f the artless tone o f the slogan. 
“Healthy,” she found herself muttering inside her head. “W ar is healthy. 
It has never been healthier.”
A t least fifty people were there, not bad for five-thirty in the 
morning, and most o f them were adults. Phoebe was sorry to see a few 
high-school students in the group, w ith their antiestablishment costumes 
and dirty-word signs. It shouldn’t be part o f their lives to parade around 
like this or to feel an obligation to go  tojail. Although she had deliberately 
not told Paul about the demonstration, he had heard about it at school 
and considered for a day and then told her he wasn’t coming. He had 
deep-set eyes like hers, which gave him the same serious expression and 
made it difficult to tell how much emotion might lie behind anything he 
said. “You go i f  you want. Mom. It’s your right. I’ve decided I believe in 
working w ith in the system .” Phoebe hoped he didn’t think she was 
disappointed in him, but she hadn’t wanted him to see, either, how 
relieved she was.
More demonstrators were arriving, waving and m aking V  signs at 
each other. There were over a hundred people by now. Phoebe 
recognized two teachers and a librarian. The thirty-seven people who 
had volunteered to be arrested stood near the curb, stamping their feet 
on the frozen sidewalk and trying to make friends with the police. “Pity 
about the riot helm ets,” someone whispered. “They must feel like fools.” 
the policemen were lined up in the street next to the curb, feet apart, 
hands clasped behind their backs, staring glum ly past the faces o f the 
demonstrators through the plastic shields on their helmets.
The people on the edge o f the crowd stopped talking and began 
to look down the street. The ones near the curb poised themselves for
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action, and the police shifted their feet. A  bus was approaching— an 
ordinary green bus w ith cigarette ads on the sides. It pulled up to the 
curb and the door opened. Phoebe hadn ’t expected the bus to look so 
normal. She felt her eyes stinging.
W hen the draftees came out o f the building behind her, she w as 
surprised again. For some reason she had left them out o f the m ental 
picture she had formed in which the only participants were the 
dem onstrators and the police. But o f course the demonstration wasn’t 
ju st symbolic. For any concrete effect it would have on these boys, it 
m ight as w ell be; they would eventually be taken away in the bus, no 
m atter how m any people sat down in front o f it. But the boys them selves 
were real. They wore jeans and boots and school jackets like the boys 
who were picketing, and their faces as they came out o f the doorway 
didn't show much besides an effort not to show anything. She felt like 
a source o f embarrassment to them, as i f  she were a m other rushing to 
school at recess with forgotten mittens.
As the boys approached the bus, three o f the protesters moved 
forward and sat down on the curb, blocking the entrance. Two m ore sat 
in the street in front o f the bus. Phoebe clutched the handle o f her sign 
and held it higher. A  m urm ur went through the crowd as two o f the police 
gingerly picked up a white-haired philosophy professor and carried him  
to a paddy wagon. Edith Levine was next, a m otherly wom an with a 
crown o f auburn braids, beam ing between peace-sym bol earrings. 
“W here’s the press, anyway?” Phoebe heard someone ask. “Channel 5 
definitely said they’d be here.” But there were plenty o f photographers, 
whether from  the newspapers or the FBI, and she could see at least one 
television camera.
The draftees stood awkwardly, as if  they hadn’t been told what
to do.
Each demonstrator who was carried away was replaced by 
another, until only two people were sitting in the frozen street— one o f the 
high-school boys and ferocious, heavy Gayle Pierce. Two o f the police 
began to approach Gayle, bracing them selves with a show o f resignation, 
and Phoebe was apprehensive, rem em bering Gayle’s references to police 
as “pigs” during the planning session.
But Gayle was disposed o f w ithout extra excitement and the 
pony-tailed boy was left sitting alone. The man in charge o f the draftees 
motioned to them, and they started to w alk toward the bus.
Phoebe couldn’t bear the sight. I f  she was ju st going to stand 
there, she m ight as well be at home. She took a breath and leaned her 
sign against the brick wall o f the building behind her. Then she walked 
quickly toward the bus and sat down on the cold cement. The boy who 
was sitting there looked up, as surprised as she was. She blinked as the 
flashbulb went o ff and thought, I’ve done it again; the album  at home w as 
full o f pictures o f her with her eyes closed.
She didn’t have time to wonder w hat she thought she was doing, 
before she fe lt herself being picked up by the elbows. Phoebe had not had
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practice in  go ing lim p, and she was sure she was doing it wrong. She w as 
glad w hen she w as finally sitting in the wagon.
Gayle was hunched forward on the seat next to her, squinting at 
a num ber w ritten  on the inside o f her wrist. Ordinarily Gayle wore 
contact lenses, but the dem onstrators had been advised against them. 
“Can you see what that says?” she asked.
Phoebe read the num ber to her. "W hat is it for?”
“Legal assistance. D idn’t you w rite it down?”
“I w asn ’t expecting to be arrested.” Phoebe felt apologetic.
“I can  call i f  som ebody has to. You ’ll want to use your phone call 
to get hold o f your husband.” Gayle didn’t approve o f husbands, it w as 
w ell known.
Daniel. Phoebe had m entioned the dem onstration to him  the 
night before, and she knew  she had told h im  she was planning to picket, 
though she w asn ’t sure it had registered; he had been im m ersed in the 
Trojan Women translation that was his contribution to the antiwar effort. 
Still, she certain ly hadn ’t warned him  that she m ight do som ething that 
would get her arrested. She had, in fact, given him  all her cu stom aiy 
argum ents against doing anything o f the sort. W hat she had said to 
Daniel last n ight had amounted to a promise. It fitted into the term s o f 
the unspoken contract that Phoebe considered an essential part o f 
m arriage— an  agreem ent that neither o f them, except in extrem e 
circum stances, would do anything that m ight cause unnecessaiy trouble 
o f pain to the other. The present circum stances could be considered 
extreme, she supposed, and her reaction had been unpredictable, bu t 
she did not feel easy about Daniel.
Phoebe wondered whether her near-sightedness had made her 
especially daring. She had left her glasses at home, and she w asn ’t sure 
now that the precaution had been wise. She was able to see fairly w ell 
w ithout them , but the lack o f detail gave her a feeling o f being rem oved 
from  events around her— as if  she herself had fuzzy edges.
Daniel would be teaching his Ideals o f G reek Culture class right 
now. She im agined herself calling the C lassics Departm ent and trying 
to leave a m essage the secretary could transm it w ithout decoding. It 
cou ldn ’t be done. But o f course there w as not need to call him. Th e 
phone call w as a right, not a requirement. Phoebe m ight even be hom e 
before he was, and it would be easier to ta lk  to him  in person. “I don’t 
believe I w ill,” she said, and thought Gayle seemed respectful.
Phoebe was in the kitchen that afternoon w hen Daniel cam e in. 
She w as w earing an embroidered apron and stirring a pot o f chili w ith 
a wooden spoon and singing rounds w ith  Louisa, who was m aking her 
first batch o f oatm eal bread. They were ju s t fin ishing “Scotland’s 
Burning” as Daniel cam e in, and Phoebe was envying Louisa ’s volum e. 
She m ight speak up m ore often in m eetings i f  she had a louder voice. 
“Daniel, cou ld you come here for a m inute?” She left Louisa kneading 
dough and w alked into the living room.
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Daniel followed reluctantly, and Phoebe was a little asham ed o f 
having staged such a pretty dom estic scene for him . A s  soon as he 
appeared in the doorway, she sat on the couch and told h im  about her 
morning. She and the other dem onstrators had been charged w ith being 
idle and disorderly persons, the charge was a graver one than they had 
anticipated, bu t it m eant that they were unlikely to be convicted. On the 
advice o f their lawyer, they had pleaded innocent. “It’s sim pler than I 
thought,” Phoebe said. “W e go to court in about six weeks, and if w e ’re 
found guilty, we pay a fine.”
“Oh, God,” Daniel said, and sat heavily beside her. He began to 
rub his tem ple w ith a circu lar m otion, and Phoebe could see it turning 
pink.
“I’m  at least as surprised about it as you are,” she said. “But 
when I saw those boys walking toward the bus, I cou ldn ’t stand it. I’m  
sorry.”
“Are you really?”
“No. I’m  glad, actually. I f I hadn’t sat in  front o f the bus, I would 
be so n y .” She stood up and ran her hands through her hair, m aking it 
stick out like the hair o f an impulsive, irrational person i f  noth ing worse. 
“I can pay the fine w ith m y own m oney.”
“W ill you sit down, Phoebe?” She couldn ’t tell how  he felt. “ I don ’t 
m ind what you did ,” he said. “There ’s no need to apologize.”
“It’s not you; it’s me. It seemed unfair to do som ething like that 
w ithout w arning you. Besides,” she said, “you did m ind. You s a id , ‘Oh 
God.’”
‘T h a t w as natural. I w as surprised.”
“So it’s all right?”
“O f course. W ill you let m e pay the fine?”
“You could count it as m y birthday present.”
He put his arm s around her. “Phoebe, I ’m  proud o f you. O kay?”
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A  layer o f speckled sand on the sidewalks still showed the 
patterns m ade by m elting snow, and the grass lay in colorless, flattened 
clum ps scored with m uddy plow tracks, but the a ir w as soft, and w ater 
trickled into the drains. It was the wrong sort o f day for a trial, Phoebe 
thought, and then wondered w hether grim , cold w eather w ould have 
made it any easier for her to go to the courthouse.
“Look how  yellow  the w illow  branches are already." She heard 
herself chattering like a dean ’s w ife at a facu lty party. Daniel, in the car 
beside her, d idn ’t bother to answer, and she didn ’t blam e him. The 
trouble w as that noth ing in her life so far had prepared her for the events 
o f the last six weeks. She had even felt furtive about the th ings she had 
been doing to m ake sure the household would run sm oothly in case she 
would have to serve a ja il sentence. The lawyer had explained to Phoebe 
and the others that there w as no danger o f being unable to go hom e right
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after the trial. They would almost certainly be found innocent. I f by any 
chance they weren ’t, they could sim ply pay their fine and leave. Yet 
Phoebe had quietly stocked the freezer, m ade her children ’s spring 
dental appointments, returned all the library books, and paid the bills.
Daniel parked the car on a side street and waited while she 
searched through her bag for m oney fo r the meter. “Th is isn’t the day 
to get a ticket,” he said cheerfully. He really was being very forbearing.
A s they approached the courthouse, Phoebe could see a crowd of 
people on the lawn o f the church across the street. There was Jenny’s 
face, round and peasantish above a heavy gray sweater. Annette was 
standing in profile, her poor back looking long and straight as a 
yardstick. Roslyn Rose slouched like a fashion model in her eye shadow 
and liner and m ascara and base and blusher and frosted hair and her 
custom -tailored suede suit. The handles o f signs had been stuck into the 
hedge: “End the Draft,” “W FP Supports Resisters,” “Stop Killing Our 
Sons.” Phoebe held onto Daniel’s arm, sm iled toward a television 
camera, and went up the steps.
The judge, a known liberal, had a kind, clever face with wild 
eyebrows. The defendants, he said, were among the least idle and 
disorderly m em bers o f the community. They had broken the law only to 
protest a grave injustice. He w ished he could have been with them 
himself. “W hy w asn ’t he, then?" Phoebe heard Gayle mutter.
The ju dge seemed to be about to find them not guilty. Phoebe 
realized that she was disappointed. It m ight be only a question o f terms, 
but surely they were guilty o f something. I f it was legal to sit in front o f 
a bus, why had they done it?
But she was staring so hard at the ju dge that she had stopped 
listening. He was saying now, not that the defendants were innocent, but 
that they had obstructed a public roadway. The case would be 
continued, and after the summer all charges would be dropped.
She could feel the relief around her, as the other defendants 
broke into smiles. “Thank God,” a m an said to her. “Linda was afraid 
we wouldn ’t get to the Cape till August.”
“W hat does ‘continued’ m ean?” Everyone but Phoebe seemed to 
understand.
“Not a thing. Just that you won’t have a record. They ’ll erase the 
whole business unless you rob a bank before the end o f the summer. 
Terrific, n ight?”
“W hy w on ’t we have a record?” She looked around, hoping for an 
explanation.
“A  trick. A  conspiracy!” Phoebe wasn’t the only one after all. 
Gayle’s face blazed. “Are we going to let him get away with this?" She 
seized her attorney.
There were thirty-eight people in  the room who had expected 
either to be found innocent or to be punished, and now most o f them 
seemed pleased at what appeared to be a weakly reasoned compromise.
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Phoebe supposed it was nice o f the judge, but how had he been able to 
find them  gu ilty o f som ething they hadn’t been charged w ith?
“It ’s all right.” Gayle turned from  her lawyer, exultant. “W e can 
dem and to be sentenced right away. W e can go to ja il after all."
Tw en ty dollars or twenty days. Daniel reached for his wallet, but 
Phoebe put her hand on his. “You ’re not serious," he said, staring at her.
“Yes. W e can ’t pay it. It wouldn ’t be right.”
She was holding her head so high and her m outh so firm  that 
Daniel w as dismayed. “God bless Captain Vere,” he said, but couldn ’t 
tell w hether Phoebe had heard. “Oh, come on,” he said in desperation. 
“You can ’t go to ja il. You wouldn ’t be able to stand it.” The w rong thing 
to say, he knew, as he saw her clench her teeth. “A ll right,” he said. “I 
wouldn ’t be able to.”
“I ’m  sorry,” Phoebe said, looking quite ruthless. “You ’llju s t have 
to be brave.”
In  the end, three o f the wom en and five o f the m en chose ja il. 
“Cowards,” cried Gayle to the others. “I f  you ’re not part o f the solution, 
you ’re part o f the problem !”
The third prisoner was Leslie, a tall young wom an that Phoebe 
almost didn ’t recognize because she had never seen her before w ithout 
two ch ildren  in a stroller and another in a pack  on her back. ‘T h a n k  God 
for people like you ,” Gayle said, looking from  Leslie to Phoebe. “I’ll never 
trust any o f them  again.” She jerked  her ch in  back over her shoulder.
“ I’m  not sure how long I can stay,” Leslie said. She looked 
worried, and her nose was pink.
“ It isn ’t fa ir to blam e them, “ Phoebe said. “W e can ’t know their 
reasons. ”
“Th ey made a com m itm ent.” Gail stamped along.
Leslie said, “I th ink I’m  com ing down w ith a cold."
The physical exam  was what Phoebe was m ost apprehensive 
about. She had heard that the m atrons m ight t iy  to hum iliate her, and 
as far as she was concerned, they wouldn ’t even have to tiy; the prospect 
o f even the m ost ordinary check-up w ith her own doctor was enough to 
ruin a day. But the exam turned out to be m ainly a series o f questions. 
If there w as anything wrong with her, they didn ’t want to find it. Most 
o f the questions were the usual ones, but there were others.
“What drugs do you take, dear?”
She didn ’t suppose they m eant aspirin. “None.” But the m atron 
kept h er pencil poised. “Nothing at all,” Phoebe said.
Th e m atron wrote something, probably a question m ark, and 
went on. “D iseases?” The pencil was ready to check them  off.
“Just the usual ones.”
“Measles? Mum ps? Syphilis? Gonorrhea?”
“Yes. Yes. No, o f course not.” She supposed they had their 
reasons.
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“D id you  go to high school, dear?”
“Y es .”
Th e m atron looked at her consideringly. “College?”
“Y es .” It seem ed to Phoebe like an admission.
“Good for you, dear. A ny  graduate w ork  by  any chance?”
“I have an M.A. in b io logy.” Then  what are you doing here? she 
expected to be asked.
But the m atron beam ed. “Good for you."
Leslie w as sniffling w hen she cam e out o f the exam ination room. 
“Th ey  took  away m y antih istam ine pills. And m y B ible.”
“Subversive literature.” Gayle w as delighted. “W hat did you 
want w ith  a B ible anyhow?”
“I thought I m ight find some quotations.”
“Look w hat they let m e keep !” Gayle waved a sm all red book. 
Thoughts o f  Chairman Mao.
The prison w as old, w ith real stone walls like a prison in a book. 
It cou ld have held the Count o f Monte Cristo or Hester Prynne. Phoebe 
w as surprised to find that she had a cell o f her own, w ith her own wash 
basin  and toilet. There w as a bed too, not a bunk like the ones in ja il 
cartoons. It w as on casters which m ade it possible for her to m ove it so 
that the head w as against the bars on the front o f the cell. B y draping 
a b lanket over the end, she was able to create at least the idea o f privacy. 
The m attress w as im possible, but that w asn ’t surprising. Because o f 
G ayle’s inqu iries am ong friends who had spent tim e in j ail, Phoebe knew  
enough to  ask for a toothbrush, soap, sheet, and blanket. One th ing she 
hadn ’t been  prepared for w as the amount o f noise. A ll the time, day and 
night, there w as com peting m usic from  different people ’s radios.
W hat bothered Phoebe m ost o f all proved to be som ething so petty 
that she was asham ed o f herself. I f  she had been told about the 
regu lations fo r the dress o f short-tim e prisoners, she would have been 
able to avoid the problem . A s  it was, she had chosen her clothes 
carefully. The navy-blue pants and m atching jacket she usually wore for 
p icketing had seem ed appropriate, a long with a pale b lue sw eater and 
a sm all silver peace sym bol on a fine chain. But it hadn ’t occurred to 
Phoebe that there w ere still places where pants on a w om an were 
considered immodest. “You can ’t w ear that,” the m atron said before 
conducting her to her cell, and led her to a room  which contained nothing 
but a va s t pile o f assorted clothes. Looking at them, Phoebe was amazed. 
W as it possib le that this w as where everything ended up that failed to sell 
at cloth ing exchanges and rum m age sales or the Salvation A rm y and 
M organ M em orial?
“See i f  you can find a dress that w ill fit,” the m atron said. 
Phoebe began to sort reluctantly through the garm ents. Most o f 
them  w ere w hat her m other referred to as house dresses and what
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Phoebe had long ago prom ised herself she would never sink so low  as to 
wear. She associated such dresses w ith colorlessness and drudgery. 
Not that the dresses them selves were colorless. M ost o f them  were 
covered w ith large, unidentifiable flowers in  yellow or red or purple or 
brown. The others were patterned in tartans which looked as i f  they 
belonged to clans that had been forced, like brand-new high schools, to 
design their uniform s after all the good colors had been used up. The 
thought o f wearing one o f these dresses for the next twenty days m ade 
Phoebe tremble. Some things sim ply hadn ’t been taken into account by 
the professors and clergym en who prepared people like her for facingja il. 
For the first tim e that day, she w as afraid she m ight disgrace herself by 
shedding tears.
“I haven ’t got all day,” the m atron said, and Phoebe reached out 
blindly to search for something that she could bear to t iy  on. Th e clothes 
weren ’t exactly dirty, but the cloth lacked body and clung to h er fingers, 
and there w as a faint smell o f m ildew. Finally she cam e to a skirt. I f  she 
chose that, she m ight be allowed to keep her sweater and jacket. She 
held the skirt against herself and saw that though the waist was probably 
the right size, it was m uch too short. Her knees and at least four inches 
o f thigh would show. Prison regulations, i f  they were at all consistent, 
should certain ly prohibit that. ‘T h a t ’s fine. Come on,” the m atron  said, 
and Phoebe surrendered her pants and put on the skirt, which was 
patterned in orange and red diagonal rows of flowers on a b lack  
background. It w as gathered at the waist, where it bunched either under 
her sweater or over it, depending on w hether or not she tried to tuck the 
sweater in.
Phoebe’s morale, she realized, would be low er for the next few  
days than it m ight otherwise have been. Had any scholar studied 
seriously enough the effect on Joan  o f A rc when she w as forced to change 
her clothes in  prison?
The evening meal w as served at three-thirty. Phoebe hadn ’t 
expected it to be good, and it wasn ’t. Leslie, whose sp irits were 
wholesom ely high in spite o f her stream ing eyes, made herself unpopular 
as soon as she sat down at the table. She inspected the enorm ous 
underdone potato, gristly ham, and spinach sitting in a pool o f green 
w ater on her plate and then looked cheerfu lly around and said, “I don ’t 
know how long I can be with you ladies. M y daughter has to play in  a 
piano recital tom orrow .”
There w as a silence. “Fahn-cy that,” someone said.
“She’s only eight.” Leslie still sm iled, then w iped her nose.
Gayle w as seated too far away to hear. She w as trying to 
radicalize her fellow  prisoners, she had said earlier, and she took their 
resentm ent as a hopeful sign. “It shows they have som e spirit le ft,” she 
said.
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Leslie w as gone the next m orning. “D id you r friend go hom e? The 
one w ith  the m usical daughter?” one o f the other wom en asked Phoebe.
“Yes, I th ink she did." But Phoebe knew  she wouldn ’t have stayed 
herself i f  it had been Louisa ’s recital.
IlMTRUdERS
Phoebe, looking through back issues o f the Globe on Veterans’ 
Day o f 1971, cam e to a cartoon showing N ixon as an airplane, w ith his 
striped tie hanging down above a series o f descending bom bs and his 
arm s— sleeves, cufflinks, and all— spread ou tlike w ings. The a irw a rw as  
getting fiercer than ever, to m ake up for the w ithdrawal o f ground troops. 
She sighed and tore out the cartoon in case Annette wanted to use it in 
the Newsletter.
Phoebe had prom ised to do som ething today that she felt foolish 
about. She hadn ’t even told Daniel and the children, but she had 
prom ised. She heard the honking o f a car horn and picked up a bag o f 
brownies, called a general goodbye in the direction o f the stairs, and 
sneaked out. awkward in unaccustom ed high heels.
It w as a long time since Phoebe had worn a skirt in the daytime, 
and her legs felt cold and exposed. She got into Margo Carm er’s car, after 
noting the g low ing light in front o f her patriotic neighbor’s  house across 
the street. Porch lights were supposed to stand for support o f the 
Governm ent today. So w ere car headlights, according to the m orning 
paper. Various secret sym bols had begun to appear in everyday life, like 
m ystic signs w oven  into a m edieval tapestry. Even the Am erican  flag had 
new  m eanings now. Cast in m etal as hard as the casing o f a bomb, it 
m ight g litter from  N ixon ’s lapel all through a televised press conference. 
O r it could curve to form  the body o f a dove like the one on a sticker 
attached to the side w indow  o f M argo’s car. People were m aking frantic 
signs to each other as i f  everyone had lost the power o f speech. Cars, hair 
styles, and clothes had all becom e political statements.
W hich had som ething to do with the reason, today, that five 
w om en w earing pantyhose and bearing containers o f goodies w ere about 
to descend on the Veterans’ Hospital in W est Roxbury. Phoebe could tell 
that the other w om en were as uncom fortable as she was. Part o f the 
problem  was that their role hadn ’t been m ade clear to them. The visit had 
been  arranged by som eone nam ed Jerry from  the V ietnam  Veterans 
Against the W ar, bu t only Annette had even m et Jerry.
“Does anybody know  what w e’re supposed to do w hen we get 
there?” M argo asked, peering grim ly into the w indshield. “I mean. I’m  
perfectly happy to do anything I can to help those poor wounded boys. 
But i f  it ’s not going to help.”
“I know ,” Phoebe said. “Quite a few  o f the cars passing them  had 
their lights on, she noticed, “the trouble is that we don’t th ink they 
should have been wounded to begin  with. That doesn ’t m ean we 
disapprove o f them  for going, but they aren ’t necessarily going to know 
that.”
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“T h ey  should be on our side,” Gayle Pierce said. T h e y  should be 
m ore against the war than anybody.” She w as wearing a long denim 
skirt. A  gu itar sat on her lap, next to a bag o f wheat germ  cookies with 
carob chips.
Annette leaned toward her. “Gayle, I hope to goodness you ’re not 
planning to sing protest songs?”
Gayle didn’t answer. June Goodpasture, the Gold Star Mother, 
w as sitting silently in the com er o f he car, looking out the window.
“Jerry  w ill meet us at the door," Annette said. “W e won ’t have to 
do anything bu t be there to show we support the W A W . W hich we surely 
do.” But even she, w ith her Southern manners, w as unnatural in the role 
o f a Lady Bountiful.
The vis it was as unsuccessful as they had feared. Jerry  wasn ’t 
there to m eet them, and it didn’t appear that they were expected. A  
secretary led them, still clutching their bundles, into a recreation room  
where a few  bored-looking men were playing pool. “You from  the Red 
Cross?” one o f the m en asked. Phoebe saw two women, dressed in Red 
Cross volunteer uniforms, presiding over a coffee u m  at one end o f the 
room  and looking at them  suspiciously.
“Oh, God,” Annette said. T h e y  think w e’re taking over their 
territory.” She put on her m ost gracious m anner and approached the 
women. Phoebe couldn ’t hear the conversation, but the Red Cross 
wom en had hostile expressions, and Annette’s back looked sliffer than 
ever by the tim e she fin ished talking with them. “W e’ll ju s t leave our 
contributions here and go on,” she said. She gathered up the cookies and 
left them  next to the coffee pot as she led her group past the table into 
the hall. T h a n k  you so m uch,” she said to the two women.
“A  com petition with the Red Cross,” M argo said in the hall. “I 
can ’t believe it.”
“You can hardly blam e them ,” Annette said. “I'm  sure they come 
here at least once a week, and here we are barging in out o f nowhere with 
heaven knows what kind o f propaganda.”
Phoebe hoped the Red Cross workers w ouldn ’t throw the cookies 
away. She and the others m ade a cautious trip down some o f the 
hallways, consulting nurses about whether it w ould be w ise to visit any 
o f the m en in the rooms. It wouldn’t, m ost o f the nurses said, and Phoebe 
w as relieved. The thought o f approaching a suffering stranger and 
flaunting her own health appalled her. It w ouldn ’t m atter whether he 
was for or against the war; he had seen it, and Phoebe hadn ’t.
She w as worried again when Gayle took her guitar out o f its case, 
but the gu itar was what saved them. “Oh, could you sing to them ?” a 
nurse said. T h e y  love that.” So Phoebe, Annette, and Gayle went 
through several wards, singing “Down in the V a lley” and “Sweet Betsy 
from  Pike,” and there was no need for conversation.
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“Never aga in ,” Annette said in  the car on the w ay home. June w as 
huddled in  the com er, crying. She had tried to ta lk  to one o f the patients, 
and a nurse had sent her away. The boy had rem inded her o f her son.
Phoebe couldn ’t stop th inking about the long, em pty halls o f the 
hospital. The place was too quiet, and the flesh o f the wounded m en  had 
looked too p ink  or too brow n against the white sheets. She rem em bered 
one boy in  particular, hurt in  som e w ay w hich  w asn ’t clear bu t w hich  had 
certa in ly ru ined h is life. She and the others had sung “Barbara A llen ” 
in  h is room , looking ahead and not m eeting his glistening eyes. Just his 
face showed, and one bare shoulder. H is bed w as surrounded by pieces 
o f sh in ing m etal. Looking at him, Phoebe had been  sure that he would 
never leave that hospital or that bed.
Daniel w as out w hen  Phoebe got home. Later that afternoon he 
called from  his office to tell her to go ahead and serve supperw ithout him.
A  C iv il CAivipAiqN 
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Sex, at first, w as not even considered. W hen they flew  him  hom e 
from  Vietnam , the bu llet still lodged in his spine, the doctors w eren ’t sure 
he would live. Then  the question was, “W ould he w alk?” He would not. 
Then, “W ould he have bladder and bowel control?” He would not. Leah 
was afraid he w ou ldn ’t recognize her in his delirium, but before the last 
operation he opened his eyes, looked at her, and whispered, “On fire.” 
Only since he had becom e fully conscious did he no longer seem  to know 
her. Beyond polite answers, he seldom  spoke. He lay there, a black, 
hulking mystery, like the god to whom  she had tried to pray as a child. 
A s an offering, she watered the philodendron in his ward. She believed 
the silences between them  m eant something.
W ith  the disability checks she rented a first-floor apartm ent near 
the hospital, overlooking a city park. The resident psychiatrist said Gus 
should be m ade to feel useful, so she spread swatches o f purple, silk, 
denim, and white velvet on his bed in  a cerem ony o f co lor and said, 
“Choose, choose." The m an w ithout hands in the next bed suggested a 
fake fu r sofa for the living room. Gus said, “W hatever you th ink is fine.”
The psychiatrist continued to speak to Gus’s stony face about h is 
“adjustm ent.” He said the relationship w ith Leah would not be easy now, 
especially since they didn ’t yet know if  Gus’s injury resulted in impotence; 
but there were m any ways to express love and affection. He gave Gus a 
book. Sexfor the Elderly, with “useful inform ation.” In Physical Therapy 
Gus learned to lift h im self from  the w heelchair to the car, so Leah only 
had to fold the chair and put it in the back  seat.
“You ’ll like the apartm ent,” she said.
“I ’m  sure I w ill.” Gus could not rem em ber if it w as Leah or a bar 
girl who said, “It tickles my nose, like wood burning?” Perhaps it had 
been a nurse w hile he was sick. “Do you m ind if I sm oke?” he asked.
“No, please, go ahead.”
That Leah m ight leave him  w as a possibility that occurred to 
neither o f them. She had not even the address o f her m other, som ewhere 
in  the South; Gus, no one else.
Gus knew her walk first. From  the picture w indow  o f the bar 
where he was manager, he used to watch her step o ff the bus in her 
waitress uniform  and disappear around the com er. It w as a fast, proud 
walk w ith a m odel’s twist, but somehow natural. Som etim es he stood in 
the doorway and called, “On fire!” She turned and smiled. One day he 
came out into the street and pulled her into the bar. “W h y you late.
Sunshine? You  m y watch, baby. I don ’t adm it the b irds awake till you 
w alk  down th is street.”
“Phone for G us,” som eone yelled.
He gripped her hand, and they did a half-W atusi across the floor 
to Stevie W onder. “Not bad,” he laughed, “fo r a little w hite g irl.” She 
struggled free o f h im  w hile he w as speaking on the telephone.
“I ’m  a lready late now .”
He clapped h is hand over the m outhpiece, “Like, a, would it be 
ap-pro-pri-ate fo r m e to call you  som etim e? You ’re rea lly  attractive. I ’d 
really like to get in to,” he looked the the length o f her, “you r head.”
U sually they stayed in  h is room  above the bar. She told at once 
how her m other had thrown her out o f the house w hen she found out 
Leah w as sleep ing w ith her husband, Leah ’s stepfather.
“I guess he w as som ebody to care about,” Leah said. “But all he 
w anted w as two w om en in the house.”
Gus held her hands above her head while they m ade love.
“I don ’t know  if  I ought to rape you or protect you .”
“W hich do you w ant to do?”
“I want to do both .”
She circled him  w ith  her legs, draw ing him  nearer. He talked in 
time w ith  h is m oves in  and out o f her.
“W e gonna go to Paris, gonna go to Portugal.... Forget about that 
daddy o f yours, you  got m e now. He don ’t know your rhythm s like I do, 
does he, baby?... W e gonna get a Cadillac w ith diam ond hubs.” H ew en t 
deeper into her. “You  can be the m oon too, tell m e w hen to give up to 
darkness, that old bastard. He the one been  fucking w ith m y baby.” She 
got on top.
Th eir new  Colonial b rick  apartm ent w as fram ed by trees the 
unreal, deep hues o f Indian summer.
“Can I fix  you som e dinner before I bring the th ings in  from  the 
car?” she asked, as they stepped in.
“Not hungry,” he m um bled. Nor did he seem  interested in the 
decor, the baskets o f orange paper roses that filled the living room. “I 
hate to m ention  th is,” he said, “but could you help m e in the bathroom  
with these p lastic pants? I haven ’t got the hang o f getting them  on and 
o ff y e t.”
“Sure, com e on .” Leah pushed him  into the bathroom  and helped 
him  o ff w ith  the pants and a diaperish contraption. She could not quit 
staring at h is fam iliar body, th inner now, and his lim p cock, which, 
curiously, she expected to harden, grow  m agically. He had looked 
im portant and heroic in the hospital; the nurses and doctors m inistering 
to him  in  th e irw h ite  gowns; bu t against her shower curtain, the plunger, 
her bottles o f talcum  and cologne, he w as m erely pitiful. She sw itched 
on the fluorescent lights, and Gus squinted against the glare. It w as like 
the rockets at night, w hat he hated m ost in Nam. W hen  in the bush, 
where there w ere no electric lights, he could w ipe out everyth ing in  the 
b lack sky, until the rockets began  their yellow  designs, the noise o f
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distance, rem inding him  who and where he was. He hated them  because 
they were so beautiful, death’s fireworks. He didn't w ant to die.
“You go out,” he told Leah. “I can handle the rest o f th is.” He shut 
the door, so she wouldn ’t see the w ay h is hands shook, and turned out 
the light.
W hile Gus napped in the evening, Leah brought in  his valise, 
then sat down at the table to m ake lists o f things that would m ake him 
m ore com fortable, each new  colum n with a different co lor felt-tipped 
pen: cantaloupes, avocados, berries, walnuts: games, colored pencils, 
m agazines, records, handkerchiefs, coverlets: until she had surely 
thought o f everything, freeing herself to fall upon the sofabed in 
blankness, where, later, she felt his shadow pass over her face.
“I can still eat you out,” he said from  the doorway, a toneless fact. 
“You used to like it.”
“A ll right.”
He turned his back while she stripped, rem oved his terrycloth 
robe and folded it neatly on a chair. A s  he cam e closer, she w as sick  from  
the stink o f wet plastic. He touched her all over, h is hands skillfu l as a 
watchm aker’s. But she was som eone else. I ’ll think o f  a black box within 
a black box who didn ’t even recognize her own voice. He put two pillows 
under her, bending from  the waist, and cupped her ass in his hands. 
W hen he brought his face down her foot brushed a chrom e spoke on his 
chair, but he thought her cry w as because o f his tongue. He wanted to 
rem em ber the last tim e with Leah, as a w ay o f being true to  her, yet he 
held only the im age o f a young girl who, one night when he w as high, told 
him  she was pregnant. “It could be anybody’s,” he told her. “W hen it’s 
bom  you see,” she insisted. “Oh, wonderful, what a m ixture,” he said, 
“nigger and slant-eyed cunt.” He listened to Leah’s m oves and sighs as 
to a cello, and w hen they reached a certain pitch he stopped and rolled 
into h is room. Leah put on her gown and straightened the bedclothes, 
stuffing the sheet in  her m outh to keep her crying from  the bedroom , 
where he lay quietly.
There w as an unspoken agreem ent (she supposed because she 
did not w ork the next day) that he would com e to her on Tuesday and 
Saturday nights, fold his robe, and wait for her to strip. Their lives were 
a set score, a fam iliar record one puts on because he knows the lilts and 
crescendos and can listen w ithout particularly feeling anything. They 
passed each other in  the house w ith polite remarks, the m usic echoing 
o ff the walls in  em pty rooms.
Each day she rose at seven. In the bathroom  she could hear 
Gus’s clock radio as he did his twelve-m inute barbell exercises. By the 
time he was ready to shave, she had applied her m ake-up and dressed. 
She laid out the lace tablecloth and napkins for coddled eggs and the 
Melba toast Gus liked. W hen he cam e in, the three newspapers she 
subscribed to w ere on the table, and they ate and read in silence. “W ill 
you sit in  the park today?” she w ould call from  the door, and he would 
say he m ight.
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O ne m orn ing in late Novem ber there was an overnight frost and, 
because the landlord had not turned on the heat yet, Leah woke up early. 
She opened the curtains and stood in the sunlight to warm  herself. She 
placed tw o logs in  the fireplace and lit them , but still she could not stop 
shivering. The newspapers hadn ’t arrived; it w as too early. On the front 
stoop there were only two bottles o f m ilk, which Leah took into the 
kitchen. She decided to get ready for the diner and tried over and over 
again to draw  a steady line under her eyes and around her lips, sm udging 
every time. Gus w as awake too, rum bling around, w aiting to get into the 
bathroom , so she gave up and rinsed all co lor from  her face. She set the 
plates on  the table, started the percolator and toast. Gus wheeled in and 
sat fidgeting w hen he found there w ere pieces o f ice in the bottle. W hen 
she shook it to release the liquid, Gus’s glass overflowed on h is hand.
“I ’m  so sorry,” she said.
“Please, don ’t w orry about it. It’s all right.”
She got the toast and coffee, and they began to eat, forced to look 
across a t one another. Slowly, she saw  her own strain m irrored in the 
rings under h is eyes, the hollow  cheeks, until she wanted to scream, 
wanted som e noise to fill the vacant room  and this m an, ju s t as hollow.
“A re you going out today or not?”
“I don ’t know ,” he said. “The park is always full o f kids. They get 
on m y nerves.”
“W hy don ’t you spin you r wheels and scare them  off?” Leah 
asked. H er vo ice rose. “W hy don’t you  yell at them , throw  breadcrum bs, 
anyth ing to show  you ’re still a m an? I’d like to be there to see it.” And 
she giggled  in relief.
H e rolled over to her. “You ’ll see it, b itch ,” he said, raising his 
hand to strike her, but the wheels locked, throw ing h im  forward. It w as 
not the arc he m ade in air, nor even that he did not put his hands out 
to break  the fa ll which m oved her to him; rather, it w as that he said her 
nam e Leah. She sat cross-legged on the floor, running her hand over 
eve iy  part o f his body in search o f a bruise, a broken bone, or sim ply to 
confirm  h is  presence, where he lay, one knee in  the east and one in  the 
west, h is palm  flat on her face. She unzipped his pants, pu lling the layers 
o f underth ings to h is knees.
“Make something happen to this dick,” he said. Her mouth rose and 
fell, a soundless O. There were only the ticks of the clock, (he dry wood popping, 
and his sighs, punctuated with her name, Le, Le, Le. He came like a hole in the 
garden hose in her mouth, spilling the warmth down her throat and through her. 
Her face next to the carpet, she noticed a white spot.
“I ’ll have to m ove and get cleaned up,” he said.
“Yes."
T h ey  tidied his clothes, and he gripped the table, as he would get 
into a car, to lift h im self into the chair. A s  Leah pushed him  into the 
bathroom , she touched the wheelchair, its sharkskin back, shiny, which 
held a kind o f beau ty for her now, because it belonged to them, it was 
intim ate, like a sadness no one speaks of.
P at's F mencI Norm
Rurh GeLLer
Pat had known Norm  since they were ch ildren and he m oved into 
the neighborhood where she ruled a small gang. She was thirteen and 
a tyrant in her world. Norm  was ten and looking for a hero and dazzled 
by Pat’s vast knowledge. Years later it shocked him  to learn that what 
he thought was knowledge was actually her ability to act confident in 
front o f others, thereby m aking her spur-of-the-m om ent answers seem 
like they w ere written in an ancient Book o f Truth. The fact o f Pat’s sex 
did not occur to Norm  until his older brother began to ridicule him  for 
follow ing around a “girr-u ll;” but he also noticed that w hen in Pat’s 
vicinity, h is brother walked quickly and w ould not meet her eyes.
Pat was quick to take advantage o f Norm ’s worship, and put him  
to w ork delivering the newspapers on her route. For his labor and loyalty 
she m ade h im  her lieutenant, conspiring w ith him  to keep the 
neighborhood m ildly terrorized. The victim s were m ain ly adults; those 
who w ou ldn ’t tip at Christmastime, or those who hollered at the kids for 
playing in front o f their houses on sum m er nights. One prank was to 
wrap dog droppings in newspaper, place it on  the victim ’s front porch, 
set it aflame, ring the doorbell and run. Norm  collected and wrapped the 
m aterials but disliked danger and stayed behind while Pat did the 
flam ing, ringing and running. A t a safe distance he would wait for her, 
anticipating their gleeful laughter at the victim ’s facial expression as he 
stamped ou t the fire.
In the years that followed, Pat and Norm  rem ained friends. They 
were partners in their experiments with liquor, petty larceny and sex. 
They had crushes on the same girls.
W hen Pat graduated from  high school she had a succession o f 
jobs, flirted with m arriage to a financially w ell-o ff m an fifteen years her 
senior, and gravitated toward romantic and volatile relationships with 
women. Norm  graduated from  high school in 1966 and w ithin six 
m onths was drafted. Pat argued that they should run away together, 
change their names and bum  around the country until they found a town 
that su ited them. Norm  agreed with all her p lans but in the end was 
assigned to a transportation com pany in Vietnam . There he drove trucks 
in convoy from  the coastal city o f Quinhon up H ighway 19 through the 
central h ighlands to the inland city o f Pleiku.
Pat, m eanwhile, got involved with a rough crowd, engaged in a 
few bar fights, and finally fell in love with a m arried wom an, a friend o f 
her fam ily ’s w ith whom  she carried on a secret, passionate, and doom ed
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tw o-year affair. Though she often thought o f N orm  she w as not a letter- 
writer, and he, serving an uneventfu lly dull tour o f duty, wrote her 
annoyed letters adm onishing her lack o f com m unication. He w as about 
to punish her by writing a final letter dissolving their friendship w hen he 
received a package from  her, a dozen chocolate chip cookies.
The m arried wom an, after two years o f prom ises, had decided 
that she cou ldn ’t face the consequences o f leaving her husband for a life 
w ith Pat; and heart-broken, Pat w ent on a drunk, in the m idst o f which 
she thought sentimentally o f Norm and their long friendship, remembering 
his ch ildhood passion for chocolate chip cookies.
On top o f the package o f store-bought cookies Norm  found a note 
that said: “Friends for Life, Pat.” The cookies w ere packed so badly that 
they arrived in  crum bs, but he forgave her im m ediately and ate the stale 
crum bs w ith m ilk, like cereal.
W hen he returned from  Vietnam  he eventually found a jo b  in a 
paint factory and m arried a girl h e ’d known in  high school. Though 
Norm ’s w ife Joan ie and Pat's friend Adelle got along, the two couples 
spent little tim e together, for Pat and Norm  had by then form ed new 
friendships. Th ey had both changed, and though occasionally Norm  
stopped by to “touch base,” as he said, they spent less tim e talk ing about 
their present lives and m ore gossiping about people they’d known: who 
w as w ork ing where, who m arried and who divorced, who w as in ja il, and 
who w as dead. The m ore vio lent the death, the m ore they discussed 
w hether or not it could have been predicted based on an individual’s 
behavior.
Both Pat and Adelle enjoyed Norm ’s unexpected visits. He never 
had to be entertained, but fit into w hatever was happening. I f  they were 
sitting around relaxing, he would relax w ith them. A s Pat said, he was 
like fam ily.
Several years passed.
One N ovem ber evening. Norm  came to vis it ju s t as the two wom en 
were fin ish ing supper. He stood by the kitchen counter drinking a m ug 
o f coffee. Th e kitchen was warm  from  the cooking and he rem oved his 
plaid w ool shirt: underneath he wore a white t-shirt, and on the shoulder 
were a num ber o f light brow n hairs, the strands lying as though they’d 
fa llen  out together. Knowing her friend ’s obsessive neatness, Pat m eant 
to tease him  bu t forgot upon being informed that it was her turn  to wash 
the dishes.
She sm iled ruefu lly at Norm. “How the m ighty have fa llen ,” she 
said, and started clearing the table.
A delle  stood in the kitchen doorway reading the TV  Guide, 
m um bling: “Garbage, garbage, garbage... L isten  to w hat’s on the 11:30 
movie. A rizona  w ith  Jean  A rthu r and W illiam  Holden: ‘A  fron tier hellcat, 
who hopes to ow n  the biggest ranch in Arizona, finds that being as tough 
as the m an she wants is no w ay to land him .’”
“U h-oh ,” Norm  said, “wom en ’s lib, w atch  out.”
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Adelle gave him  w hat passed for a w ithering glare. “Shit, i f  you 
men w eren ’t so fucked up, we wouldn ’t need wom en’s lib .”
Norm carried his m ug to the sink, “yeah, well..."
“Yeah well what?” Adelle challenged.
“Yeah well, I guess I’ll go in and watch som e TV ,” he answered, 
and they all laughed.
“Yeah, w ell I guess I ’ll jo in  you ,” Adelle said. She w alked down 
the hallway to the living room; Norm  started to follow, but happened to 
glance at the hallway m irror and see the hair. “U h .. .I’m  gonna use your 
joh n .” he said, and went into the bathroom . A  few  m om ents later he 
emerged, the shirt clean. In  the living room  he sat on the edge o f the easy 
chair and stared at the floor.
Adelle squatted in front o f the television, turning the channel 
selector. “How ‘bout 60 Minutes? ” she asked.
“Sure, I guess so. I never watched it.”
“It ’s political stuff, you know, like about the Shah and Kissinger, 
the Love Canal, s tu ff like that.”
He grim aced faintly. “I live w ith that shit every day o f m y life. I 
sure as hell don ’t need to see it on TV .”
Adelle looked up, surprised at his b itter tone. “Okay, I don ’t care. 
I’ll leave this on .”
She sat on the couch and rolled a jo in t, and w hen Pat w as done 
w ith the dishes she jo ined  them. Norm  said that he w as planning to go 
deer hunting and tried to persuade Pat to go along. A s he spoke he 
reached up and touched his head. H is fingertips skim m ed ligh tly  across 
the hair, after which he felt at his nape for loose strands.
They passed around the jo in t, and Norm told Pat how  to make 
roast ven ison w ith m ushroom  gravy. She listened intently, and laughed. 
“It all sounds so good, every year 1 th ink I’ll go w ith you... and then I 
rem em ber that you have to kill the sucker, and gut it...”
“Yeah, I can ju st see you gutting a deer,” Adelle said to her, 
passing the jo in t to Norm. “I m ean babe, you forget what you ’re like, 
you ’ve  always got such great plans. I can see you bringing hom e this big 
deer, right? It ’ll be laying out on the porch, and you ’ll be inside watching 
TV  and you ’ll be going, ‘Oh, don ’t worry. I’ll do it tom orrow ,’ and three 
m onths later I ’ll still be tripping over it.” Pat laughed in protest, and 
Adelle said, “It ’s true, you know it is...”
Pat re-lit the jo in t, handed it to Norm and said to him : “Rem em ber 
the tim e a couple, three years ago we bagged that w oodchuck?”
“/rem em ber,” Adelle said. “You idiots were sitting there chewing 
and chew ing and chewing... and trying to convince me how  delicious it 
was... yuch !”
“Yeah, I thought I ’d puke m y guts out skinning that th ing...” 
“And later you left the skin in the spare room, you  w anted to make 
it into a goddam ned fur jacket or som ething.” She looked at Norm  to 
include him  in the conversation, for he w as unusually quiet.
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“A  ja ck e t,” he said, “forget it. It w ouldn ’t  even be b ig  enough for
a hat.”
“Every time the cat w ent into the spare room, he freaked out..."
“Yeah ,” Pat agreed, “m aybe I’d better not go deer hunting...”
“You ’re m issing a good tim e,” Norm  said, scratching his scalp. 
Suddenly he stopped and carefu lly w ithdrew  h is hand. He looked at his 
fingers, am ongst which were entwined several strands o f hair.
Pat saw  h im  and smiled. “W hat do you  expect, som ething to 
craw l out?” He flushed, and she stopped sm iling. “W hat’s the m atter 
w ith you?”
“I’m  not sure.” He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his 
knees. “The com pany doctor says I’m  going bald, but I th ink it’s m ore 
than that.”
“The com pany doctor?”
He nodded, spreading his fingers and touching the tips together 
lightly, draw ing them  apart, touching again, a ll the while w atch ing his 
hands. Pat and Adelle watched his face. “Joan ie noticed it a couple 
w eeks ago... and a guy at work, he m entioned the sam e th ing was 
happening to  him. So I went to the com pany doctor and he said it was 
nothing to w orry  about. I was ju s t losing m y ha ir.”
“Did he take a blood test?” Adelle said.
Norm  shook his head.
“If he’s as old as our com pany doctor,” Pat joked , “they started 
doing that a fter he graduated from  m ed school. The guy is two days older 
than w ater.”
Norm  did not sm ile. “No, our doctor isn ’t old. He ju s t works for 
the com pany. Th ey ’re paying his salary is all, he sure as hell isn ’t going 
to turn around and say it’s their fault w e ’ve got arsenic poisoning.”
“You ’ve  got what?” Pat said.
He d idn ’t answer.
“So the com pany doctor said you ’re ju s t going ba ld?” Adelle 
prompted.
“Yeah. So I said, ‘On m y face?’” He held his chin up to the light 
and they saw  a stubble-free spot about the size o f  a quarter, the skin red 
and scaly.
“It looks like you have a rash," Pat said.
“T h a t ’s the other thing. You should see m y scalp.”
“Did you  ever think... it m ight be that stuff, w hat’s it called, the 
stu ff they sprayed in V ietnam ?”
“A gen t Orange. Yeah, I a lready thought about that. They 
sprayed that crap all over Nam and they didn ’t give two shits who got 
doused.”
Pat stared at him. “It’s unbelievable.”
“Yeah, that’s what I  thought at first.” He shook his head. “ I’m  
thirty-one years  old, man. I got a w ife and a kid, and another one on the 
way. I ju s t  bought a goddam ned house. I did m y  tim e in Nam. I been
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w orking steady at that plant for eight years. I f  it ’s some shit I been 
breathing, w ho knows what’ll happen to m e next.”
Pat seem ed unable to grasp what he w as saying. In  the silence 
that fo llowed his words, the television spewed out a false cheer that hung 
in the air like a lie. Finally, Pat murmured, “You  could be poisoned...” 
“Th at’s about it,” Norm  said. “W hen I got back from  Nam  in one 
piece, I thought, man, I lucked out. But now I’m  not so sure.”
He left before the eleven o’clock news. A t the door he stopped and 
faced Pat. “Hey. Rem em ber w hen you sent me those cookies in Nam ?” 
He knew  she rem embered, and didn ’t wait for h er to respond. “I w as in 
the store the other day and m y kid comes up to me w ith a package o f 
cereal that’s supposed to taste like chocolate chip cookies. I bought some 
and tried it... D idn ’t hold a candle to y o w chocolate chip cereal.”
She frowned, and he realized he’d never told her about the 
condition o f the cookies on arrival. “You rem em ber the cookies,” he said. 
“Yeah, I rem em ber...”
“Th ey came in crumbs. Not a whole one am ong ’em .”
He said good-bye and left. As he w alked down the street to his 
car he passed his hand over his head, and looked at h is palm  to see what 
he would find.
K N O w i N q
MARilyN M. McMaHon
(“Recent research indicates 
D ioxin  is the m ost potent 
toxin  ever studied.” ... 
news report, Septem ber, 1987)
I w atched the helicopters 
flying slow ly north and south 
along the D aNang river valley, 
trailing a grey m ist 
which scattered the sun 
in  m urky rainbows.
I never wondered i f  I knew 
all I ought to know  
about w hat they were dong.
I knew that it w as called 
defoliation,
that the spray would destroy 
the h id ing p laces o f snipers 
and am bushing guerrillas.
I did not know  to ask: 
at w hat price?
Every evening, 
the sunset choppers arrived 
filled w ith soldiers burning 
from  ju n g le  fevers: 
m alaria, dengue, dysentery.
W e took  them  directly
to the cooling showers,
stripped their wet
dirt encrusted uniform s
as w e low ered their tem peratures
and prepared them  fo r bed.
I did not ask  w here they had been, 
w hether they or the uniform s I held 
had been caught in  the mist, 
w hether defoliation 
had saved their lives.
I did not know  to ask.
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I knew  part o f the price 
when nine other women 
who had w atched the helicopters 
and seen the m ist 
talked o f their children:
Jason ’s heart defects, and 
Am y’s and Rachel’s and T im othy’s.
M ary’s eye problems.
The m ultiple operations
to m ake and repair digestive organs
for John  and Kathleen and little John.
How lucky they felt
when one child was b om  healthy
whole.
How they grieved 
about the m iscarriages 
one, two, three, even seven.
Their pain, their helplessness, 
their rage when
Marianne died o fleu kem ia  at 2, 
and M ichelle died o f cancer at 2 ‘ A- 
Their fear o f what m ight yet happen.
I knew m ore
when I watched m y parents 
celebrate their fortieth 
wedding anniversary, 
four children, three grandchildren 
sitting in the pews.
I knew  what I w ould never know, 
what the poisons and my fears 
have rem oved forever from m y knowing. 
The conceiving, the carrying o f a child, 
the stretching o f m y womb, m y breasts.
The pain  o f labor.
The bringing forth from  m y body a new  life.
I choose not to know 
if m y eggs are 
m isshapen and withered 
as the trees along the river.
If sn ipers are hidden 
in the coils o f m y DNA.
MORATORiUM
W ayne K a r Un
M or*a*to*ri*um , n. 1. an authorization to delay paym ent due.
Deborah asked, “Everyth ing all right?”
“Just the early m orning broods.”
She w atched h is hands as he soaped them. “I ’m  still scared of 
how you ’re tak ing it.
“How  am  I tak ing it?” He turned to her, hold ing his dripping 
hands up like a surgeon w ho’d ju s t scrubbed.
‘T o o  seriously. Like som e m om entous, cerem onial occasion, but 
it ’s ju s t  a party to m ost of the people. That’s why I stopped go ing.”
“I thought you  stopped going because of m e."
“T h a t’s w hat I m ean.”
Th ey sat down on the bed, settling back  against the pillows. She 
put her head on his chest.
“In  our Operations ten t,” he said, “there was th is gunny sergeant; 
he kept a fram ed photograph on his desk. Not the w ife and kids, but this 
picture from  the New York Times, a shot o f one o f the first m arches. H e’d 
circled one m archer’s head w ith  this grease pencil he used on the flight 
board, used to w rite in  the nam es o f the crews going on m issions. Above 
the gu y ’s head he w rote T ra ito r— to be k illed .’ The circle w as real th ick 
and dark and you  could see he ’d pressed down very  hard w ith rage 
because o f the sm udge where the tip o f the pencil had broken off.”
“Nobody ’s going to draw  a halo around your head ,” Deborah said.
He got o ff the bed and walked over to the closet. The night before 
he ’d hung up h is ju ng le  shirt and som ejeans and hooked the hanger over 
the door, ready as i f  he were going on an early m orning flight, a m ission. 
He'd pinned h is w ings to the shirt. The gunny, he rem em bered suddenly, 
was the kind o f NCO w ho would write people up for chickenshit, stateside 
offenses like being out o f uniform , as i f  he felt he had a m ission  to 
m aintain  standards, standards that d idn ’t apply in the circum stances o f 
the war. B rian  put on his shirt, running the tip o f h is fingertips over the 
m etal w ings. A  knock  startled him. He w aited  until Deborah had pulled 
on a long sh irt and then opened the door.
Barry w as wearing a khaki shirt w ith  his ribbons and Com bat 
In fantry Badge on it. He grinned at Brian ’s shirt: their choice o f cloth ing 
hadn ’t been  planned.
“G reen side ou t,” he said. He touched Brian's shoulder. “How 
you feeling?”
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“Tra itor— to be killed,” Brian said. 
“Absolutely.”
* * *
Th ey m ade a pit stop at the M aiyland House. He and Barry had 
a smoke w hile they w aited for Deborah and Barry ’s girl Phyllis to get out 
o f the rest room. Barry pum ped gas, the cigarette dangling from  his 
mouth. A  silver grey Plym outh pulled up next to them. In the passenger 
seat w as a blond w om an with a beehive hairdo. She glanced at Brian, 
then patted her hair, as i f  h is gaze had m ade her conscious o f it. The 
driver w as w earing a khaki uniform . Arm y class A ’s, like Barry ’s, a 
colored rectangle o f ribbons on his chest. The wom an tilted the m irror 
again and a rhom boid o fligh t projected over the face o f the sold ier inside. 
The face looked vaguely accusing and pissed off. He’d been hold ing a 
kind o f tension, Brian realized, since yesterday, since he’d decided to go. 
Now som ething in the angle o fligh t, in the blurred features o f the face, 
allowed that tension to relax in a kind o f internal collapse into the face 
o f J im  Bernard.
Bernard was a boy who had died in Brian ’s place. Hying gunner 
on a routine resupply m ission to Hill 327 during w hat w as to have been 
the last w eek o f the w ar for both o f them. The squadron was rotating to 
Okinawa to get new helicopters; it had lost five aircraft and the sh ips it 
had left w ere in  bad shape after four solid m onths o f operations along the 
DMZ. Three o f the lost choppers had gone down to Am erican  artillery, 
flying into a barrage som eone forgot to call o ff in  time. Brian had been 
in the ship ju s t behind; he’d seen one o f the 155MM shells drift alm ost 
casually into the open hatch o f one o f the aircraft. A fterw ards the 
squadron had been pulled back to Okinawa. He and Bernard were in the 
last increm ent to leave. On nearly the last day Brian had drawn flight 
duty, but Bernard had asked i f  he could take it instead. Brian cou ldn ’t 
even rem em ber the reason for it, he d idn ’t know Bernard that well, they 
weren ’t really friends, ju s t m ilitary acquaintances. M aybe Bernard 
figured he’d be called the next day and wanted to get h is last flight over, 
m aybe he needed a m ission for an air medal. A t any rate, Brian had 
heard enough stories o f people killed in  the last days o f their tours. 
Outside the war, you told stories like that to prevent them  from  
happening to you. But in the w ar telling them  w as m ore like calling 
som ething to life. I f Bernard wanted to take his place, that was fine with 
him. Th ey ’d gone to the operations sergeant, the one with the photograph 
on his desk, and they’d m ade the switch. That night the helicopter on 
which Brian would have been went on a standard resupply flight to a 
com pany o f grunts. It was on approach when it cam e under fire and a 
single bullet hit the helicopter and penetrated it and Bernard ’s body, 
going through the gunner’s seat where Brian would have been sitting, 
entering below  the bottom  edge o f Bernard’s flak  ja ck e t instead o f
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Brian ’s, travelling perpendicularly through Bernard ’s body instead o f 
B rian ’s.
Now B rian  stood in a gas station in M aryland w atching the face 
o f a sold ier w atch ing him  from  behind a w indshield.
He w ondered if  the request to switch had been  a last m inute effort 
on Bernard ’s part to deal w ith some perceived internal weakness while 
he still had the chance. There were people who cam e to the w ar for that. 
Perhaps m any people. It was rough on the Vietnamese. Brian remembered 
how  scared Bernard had been. In the old aviator’s canard, he wasn ’t 
afraid o ffly ing , but only o f com ing down. The country itse lf filled Bernard 
w ith  terror; it w as so unlike the flat Kansas pla ins he cam e from. It 
pu lsed w ith the overlush greens o f an evil Oz. The fragm ented m irrors 
o f its padd ies held im ages o f broken helicopters in their depths. Its 
jagged , broody cordilleras and secretive trip le-canopied jungle random ly 
and m aliciously spurted fire upwards. The helicopters would only touch 
the land brie fly  to release m en onto it, then touch briefly  again soon after 
to pick up the bodies o f the same men, sm ashed as if  they’d been chewed 
by the country. W hat happened in the time betw een w as unknown to the 
helicopter crews. One o f the crew  chiefs Bernard flew  w ith  was a friend 
o f B rian ’s; he had confided his uneasiness about h is gunner to Brian. 
Each tim e they landed, Bernard had been m ore afraid, h is finger 
trem bling on  the trigger even in cold LZs, on som e ha ir trigger inside 
h im self that w as wearing closer and closer to the sear. Brian understood; 
he w as w orn  in the sam e places. On m issions, the gunner w as an 
im potent spectator, except w hen shooting his gun. Brian sat in the same 
seat; he knew  the feeling o f helplessness. His helicopter had flown cover 
on one insert w hen  Bernard ’s helicopter had let o ff a squad o f grunts and 
the crews had  w atched in horror, not frozen, but hovering, darting, 
hosing the treeline w ith fire, but all o f it useless as the grunts ran in fire 
team  rushes tow ards that treeline, falling, one fire team  after another cut 
down and not one hesitating, ju st working, m oving professionally 
towards the trees that were killing them; one m an  after another zigging 
and zagging and fa lling as if  it were some well thought out. tactically 
p lanned process they were all fo llow ing to get k illed  quickly. Then  on 
Bernard ’s next flight, h is helicopter developed a hydraulic leak and had 
to autorotate down to a hard landing in a paddy, the ship spinning, the 
land sucking h im  down to itself as if  he were w ater rushing helplessly 
down a drain. A  clearly pregnant wom an squatted am ong the rice 
shoots, w atch ing the helicopter com e into her life. She’d frozen, w ar 
w ise, know ing that the helicopters shot anyone w ho ran, not knowing 
that Bernard w as in this one. That night he’d jok ed  about getting two 
gooks w ith one round. The phase becam e a standard w ith  the air crews, 
a m easure o f shooting proficiency. A  joke.
The face behind the w indshield m outhed silently at Brian. He 
saw the w om an put a hand on the soldier's shoulder, as i f  restraining 
him.
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The m em ories were com ing faster, some pressed spring he'd lived 
with so long its tight com pression had become normal, suddenly 
released in his m ind. He remembered how  he’d flown back to Travis A ir 
Force Base in  San Francisco on the same C -130 with about twenty other 
m en from  his squadron whose tours had finished while they were on 
Okinawa. It w as the nearest th ing the w ar had to the traditional com ing 
back as a unit: the random m athem atics o f their tim e in-country giving 
them  an accidental parade, even if it only consisted o f being herded up 
the ram p o f the cargo plane together. For the first time they wore the 
class A  khaki uniform s they hadn ’t seen for a year, whitened crease lines 
on them  where the cloth had been folded into their stored sea bags, new 
ribbons and silver combat aircrew w ings bright on their chests. Perhaps 
noticing the w ings, some of the A ir Force crew brought them  coffee; they 
had w ings too; they were all birdmen, brothers o f the air. How w as it, the 
airm en had asked, and the m arines told sea stories, air stories, shot 
down stories, shoot up the village stories, toss the prisoner stories. Now 
the stories were not warnings but rather rituals o f com plicity; the 
m arines laughingly com paring the callouses they’d built around their 
hearts as though they were com paring wounds or cam paign ribbons. 
Brian told how Bernard had gotten two gooks with one round. But the 
airm en didn ’t laugh. They d idn ’t get the joke. They looked at the 
m arines, at the w ings on their chests, strangely. Then  the m arines had 
fallen silent too. They blinked as if awakening from  a dream  in which the 
laws and custom s o f the world had been suspended. Brian could feel a 
silence folding around them and he knew that they, he, w ou ldn ’t talk 
about the w ar anymore, or if they did, they’d try to fit it into m ore 
expected references. That nobody would get the joke.
“W hat are you men doing?”
The soldier had gotten out o f the Plymouth. Brian, focusing back, 
realized that he hadn ’t even noticed the process; it played in h is m ind 
now like a m em ory behind the m em ories o f that flight hom e and Bernard: 
the car door opening, the frowning face, the wom an tugging the sold ier’s 
arm, trying to pull h im  back. There were silver first lieutenant’s bars on 
the m an ’s collar. Brian ’s eyes went autom atically to the ribbons. The 
yellow  and red V ietnam  service ribbon was there, but there was no CIB, 
no w ings, no purple heart, only the been-there ribbons.
“ I s a id  w h a t  a r e  y o u  m e n  d o in g ? ” t h e  l i e u t e n a n t  f r o w n e d  a t  B r ia n .  
“Y o u  m e n ? ”  B a r r y  s a id ,  s q u in t in g  a t  h im .
The lieutenant’s face was red. “Led m e see your ID s.”
Barry laughed. “Look. LT, w e’re not in  the service anym ore.” 
“Th en  you have no right to be w earing those uniforms. Th ere ’s 
a law against im personating a soldier.” He glared at them. “I know  where 
you ’re going. You ’re both disgraces. I want your nam es— both o f you .” 
Brian looked, startled, at the lieutenant, then began laughing. 
“You w ant to w rite m e up,” he said in wonder. The lieutenant stared at 
him, still frowning. “You want to write me up now.” He laughed more.
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“Hey, lieutenant, where the fuck w ere you?” He felt the laughter brittle 
in his m outh and throat, a th in  breaking crust over an anger that cam e 
as m uch from  the autom atic cringe o f m ilitary fear he’d felt, still felt, at 
the sight o f the silver bars, as it was at the lieutenant's words and 
arrogance.
“W hy don ’t you ju s t di di the fuck out o f here,” he said. “You 
understand that term, lieutenant? Or you j  ust impersonating a dickhead?” 
Out o f the com er o f h is eye, he saw Phyllis and Deborah com ing 
back  from  the ladies room. Barry turned his back  on the lieutenant. He 
pulled the pum p nozzle out o f the tank and screwed on the gas cap. His 
face w as tight. He arced the gas nozzle close to the lieutenant’s face. 
Som e gas dribbled back  from  the end and the lieutenant stepped back 
slightly. Barry nodded at Brian and poked the nozzle forward a little. He 
poked the nozzle closer and the lieutenant backed up. Gas fell on his spit 
shine. Barry held the cigarette in  h is other hand, between thum b and 
forefinger. He flicked it. “Ever see a gook flambe, LT, a crispy critter? 
Ever write one up? No? W here w ere you w hen that was going down? Like 
the m an asked— where the fuck  w ere you? Some office? Pointing a 
pointer at som e m ap overlay, som e grid I was on? W ant a cigarette? W ant 
a light? No? Then  like m y friend here said, you better di di. Don't let 
you r alligator m outh overload your lizard ass and all that other kind o f 
V ietnam  talk .”
The lieutenant tried a hard OCS stare at him. “You m en w ill hear 
about this, I prom ise you. I have your license num ber.”
The w om an in the Plym outh stuck her head out the window. 
“Leave them  alone, Martin. W e ’re late.”
“You ’re late, M artin ,” Barry said. “So m ove on, lieutenant pogue. 
You  got m y num ber— give me a call som etim e.”
The lieutenant left. Brian saw  that Phyllis and Deborah were 
staring at him  and Barry as i f  they’d never seen them  before.
* * *
A t som e distance the m arch trem bled between the buildings and 
Brian felt an answering shudder in his chest. He couldn ’t see either end 
o f the column. On the car radio they ’d heard there w ere ha lf a m illion 
people in  the streets o f W ashington. The announcer had com m ented 
that th is was the equivalent o f the num ber o f troops still in Vietnam. 
S im ilar num bers were reported from  New  York, San Francisco, Chicago.
He tried to hang onto a feeling o f purposefulness in being part o f 
the m ovem ent o f so m any people. But instead he felt h im self settling into 
the dullness he always assum ed w hen m arching in a column, an interior 
b lankness that he m oved in  until he got where he w as going. The people 
around him  were linking arms, sm iling at each other, chanting for peace 
now. He lip-synched the words, feeling self-conscious. Deborah had 
been pushed a little ways from  him  and a wom an hooked her arm  with
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his and grinned at him. Her other arm was linked with a priest's. He 
sm iled at Brian too. He saw  the priest's gaze brush the w ings on his 
chest, the m an catching his eye, nodding in approval. He brought his 
hand up, covered the insignia. He had the w ings, he needed the halo. 
I ’m  out o f uniform, priest. W rite m e up. The chanting grew  louder. 
Phyllis, Barry's arm draped over her shoulder, looked over he shoulder 
at Brian; she w as sm iling also. I can't hear you, she mouthed. A ll o f  a 
sudden he w as back in  boot camp. Get back and do it again. Get it right 
this time. I can 't hear you. A ll the people around him  were chanting and 
grinn ing about the event that had been his life as i f  they knew  som ething 
about it, m oving their signs and banners up and down in a cadence. They 
d idn ’t know  but they'd been told. “I can 't hearyou !" he yelled. H ethought 
how  they w ould look w ithout the noise com ing from  their m ouths, the 
w ay he would turn down the sound on the television and watch the 
grotesque pantom im es o f the news announcers, their inane sm iles 
encompassing images o f corpses and shooting m en and burning hootches. 
W hen he'd first gotten back, before m eeting Deborah, he’d rented a sm all 
room  and spent hours watching TV, as i f  he could plug h im self back into 
the country, get back on som e wavelength he was missing. On the 
screen, little grey figures ran across paddies, fell, rose; he was one o f 
them, escaped right out o f the box, loose in the streets. Out o f uniform. 
Im personating a human being. “PEACE NOW !” he yelled and laughed. 
The wom an and the priest laughed too, but he laughed louder, until they 
looked at him  uneasily. He could get the two o f them with one round. 
They were all bunched up with someplace to go. He couldn't see 
Deborah. Suddenly a truck pulled in front o f him, from  a side street, 
breaking into the crowd. It was draped w ith VC and North V ietnam ese 
flags and there was a rock band on its bed, playing very  hard, the 
m arch ing band for this parade. The m usicjerked  the crowd. Brian  could 
see one o f the player's faces very clearly. It w as pale and pim pled and 
the boy ’s eyes w ere b lank as i f  all his em otions had been poured into the 
blurred m otion o f his fingers on the gu itar strings. The boy had m ade 
a VC  flag into a vest. He was bare-chested under it, h is upper body white 
and skinny. Brian stared at the boy's face. He wanted to break  it w ith 
h is fist, knead expressions into it, knead its features, give it to J im  
Bernard. But the face stayed blank. His feelings didn't particularly m ove 
it.
“Hey, m an,” he yelled at the boy. “Hey, you ’re out o f uniform .” 
The boy cupped one hand behind his ear and sm iled at Brian helplessly. 
He didn 't get the joke.
Brian looked away from  the boy, searching for Deborah; she was 
pushed a little farther forward. He spotted Barry and Phyllis, near her. 
They were looking up at the spectators in the w indows o f apartm ents and 
governm ent office buildings, searching for any people cheering them 
from  behind the walls o f respectability and legitimacy. Som e o f the 
w indow s had jungly  green plants behind them, screening another world
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that h id beh ind the facade o f the building. Faces peered at h im  in  silent 
disapproval. Th ey  had his number. The lieutenant’s face m outhed 
angrily at h im  from  behind the glass. It b lurred and disappeared. Move 
on, lieu tenant pogue.
H e’d stopped to look up at the w indow, letting the crowd break 
around him. W hen  he looked back  down, he cou ldn ’t see Deborah 
anywhere. He felt a pushing sense o f panic. He began shoving through 
the m archers. The crow d trapped him, it w as a pressure at h is temples. 
He pushed through, feeling bodies like vines and roots, hold ing his 
passage for an instant then giving and slipping past him. He grasped 
w ith h is hands in  a sw im m ing m otion, tak ing people by  the shoulders 
and parting them  out o f his way. Th ey glared at him , but said nothing 
until he w as past; then they’d start chanting again as i f  h e ’d never 
touched them . He saw  Deborah, talk ing to the priest and m ade a final 
thrust and broke through, reaching out blindly, connecting with the 
priest’s arm. A ll those personnel w ish ing halos will assem ble to the right 
and rear o f the duty priest. He gripped the priest’s arm. Semper fi, sky 
pilot, you  got yours, how ’m I doing? The priest was staring at him. Brian 
released h is arm.
You ’re late, sky pilot. Move on. D on ’t let your a lligator intentions 
overload you r lizard dimensions.
Th ey w ere m oving through a gap in a row of parked school buses 
and into the M all area now. A s the colum n broke and spread into the 
clearing, he could see for the first time the vastness o f the crowd, 
gathered because o f an event in his life. It filled the center o f the city, the 
white tow er o f the m onum ent rising from  its center. H a lf a m illion  people, 
Deborah said into h is ear, h a lf a m illion  was his num ber and suddenly 
he could see the concept o f it, unabstract, solidly filling space. He could 
see w ith  his eyes w hat ha lf a m illion  was. He felt u tterly outside them, 
on the other side o f a hard, transparent screen. The h a lf m illion  were 
laughing and dancing and he tried to th ink about J im  Bernard w ho ’d 
died in  h is p lace and the wom an and the future Bernard had killed from  
his place and in  his nam e and in their name, these people around him  
who w ou ldn ’t look at him  now  and he looked at them  and he could see 
how they w ould be dead, all dead and lying on the grass, silent and 
spilling into the earth. I can ’t hear you, he thought. He sat down where 
he was. He w as w aiting for som eth ing inside h im self and w hen it finally 
cam e and he began crying it cam e in  waves so hard he felt they had to 
m ove out o f him , ripple through the hugeness o f the crowd. But w hen 
he looked up he only saw  a w om an staring at him  as i f  surprised at w hat 
he was doing. He cou ldn ’t stop it. There w as no release in  it. Deborah 
put a hand on h is shoulder. He bowed h is head back down, pressing his 
face against the cloth o f his shirt and the noise faded again. It w as as 
i f  he were alone in the cradle o f h is arms.
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re c e iv ed  h o n o ra ry  d eg ree s  fro m  s ev e ra l c o lle g es , a lo n g  w ith  m a n y  o th e r  a w a rd s  
a n d  fe llo w sh ip s . H e r  p o e try  h as  a p p e a re d  in  N ew  Yorker, A tla n tic , Poetry , 
S a tu rd a y  R ev iew  a n d  o th e r  p er io d ica ls . A  fo rm e r  p o e try  c o n s u lta n t to  th e 
L ib ra ry  o f  C o n g re s s , sh e  l iv e s  in  N e w  H a m p sh ire .
James S. K unen is  a  g ra d u a te  o f  C o lu m b ia  C o lle g e  an d  N e w  Y o rk  U n iv e r s ity  L a w  
S ch oo l. H e  h as  a u th o red  th re e  b oo k s : T h e  S tra w b erry  S ta tem en t (1 96 9 ), 
S ta n d a rd  O p era tin g  P roced u re  (1 9 7 1 ), a n d  “H ow  C an  Y ou  D efend  T h ose  P e op le ? "  
(1 9 8 2 ). H e  w o rk e d  a s  a  p u b lic  d e fe n d e r  in  W a sh in g to n , D .C . from  1978  to  1981. 
P r e s e n t ly  a n  a s s o c ia te  e d ito r  a t  P eop le  m a ga z in e , h e  is  m a rr ied , h as  tw o  ch ild ren , 
a n d  liv e s  in  B ro o k lyn .
Denise Levertov is  a  poet, e s sa y is t , tr a n s la to r  an d  e d u ca to r  w h o s e  w o rk  h as  
re c e iv ed  m a n y  p r iz e s  an d  h on o rs . H e r  b o o k s  in c lu d e  B rea th ing  the  W ater, A  T ree  
T e llin g  o f  O rpheus, an d  R e lea rn in g  the  A lp h a b e t , a m o n g  o th ers . D u r in g  th e  
V ie tn a m  w a r  y e a rs , she c o - fo u n d ed  th e  W r ite rs  a n d  A r t is ts  P ro te s t A g a in s t  th e  
W a r  in  V ie tn a m . S h e  to o k  p a r t  in  B e rk e le y  a n t iw a r  d em o n s tra t io n s  a n d  w a s  
a r re s ted . S h e  h a s  c o n tin u ed  to  b e  a c t iv e  a g a in s t n u c le a r  p ro life ra t io n  a n d  U .S . 
a id  to  E l S a lv a d o r . S h e  liv e s  in  M a s sa ch u s e tts
Susan LoweU’s f ir s t  book , G a n a d o R e d : A  N ove lla  a n d  S tories, w on  th e  M ilk w eed  
E d it io n s  n a t io n a l fic t ion  p r ize  in  1988. C u rre n t p ro je c ts  in c lu d e  a  n ove l, W ild  
W est W a ltz , a n d  a  c o lle c tio n  o f  sk e tch es , T h e  S had ow  o f  B aboqu iva rL  “ D a v id ,"  
h e r  f ir s t  p u b lish e d  fic tion , w a s  p a r t ly  w r itte n  w h ile  s h e  w a ited  fo r  E ld r id g e  
C le a v e r  to  m a k e  a  s p e ec h  a t  S ta n fo rd  U n iv e rs ity  in  1968. S h e  liv e s  w ith  h e r  
h u s b a n d  o n  a  s m a ll ca ttle  ra n ch  in  s o u th e rn  A r izo n a .
AUce LyNd w a s  ra ised  u n d er  th e  p a c ifis t  in flu en ce  o f  th e  S o c ie ty  o f  F r ien d s . S h e  
m e t  h e r  h u sb a n d , S ta u gh to n  L yn d , w h ile  th e y  w e re  s tu d e n ts  a t R a d c lif fe  C o lle g e  
a n d  H a rva rd  U n ive rs ity . W h ile  h e  w a s  te a c h in g  a t  Y a le  U n iv e rs ity  a n d  a c t iv e  in  
a n t iw a r  p ro te s ts , sh e  b ega n  to  d o  d ra ft  c o u n s e lin g  a t  h o m e  w h ile  ra is in g  h e r  
y o u n g  ch ild ren . A fte r  p u b lish in g  W e  W o n 't  Go, s h e  w o rk e d  as  a c o u n s e lo r  a t  th e 
M id w e s t  C o m m itte e  fo r  D ra ft  C o u n s e lin g  a n d  th en  a s  a  c o o rd in a to r  o f  d ra ft
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